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RAINBOW LIGHT. 



INTRODUCTION. 



TT was a battered, shabby old portfolio of 
"*• blue morocco, which once had contained 
drawings or prints. It was one of a series, for 
on it was printed in letters which once had been 
gilded, " No. III. Syria, Lebanon, and Damas- 



cus." 



Now it contained nothing but odds and ends, 
scraps of old writing, and the children cast it 
aside after a hasty glance, and looked for some- 
thing more entertaining. 

The children were two happy little girls. May 
and Daisy. They were busy in the delightful 
occupation of rummaging in an old chest in a 
lumber room on a wet day. It had been a 
promise of long standing that they were to be 

B 
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allowed to search for treasures in this old chest, 
which was called in the family " Lady Jean's 
chest." And now Dais/s twelfth birthday being a 
wet, dismal day, their mother had led them up to 
the attic where the mysterious chest stood, and 
had given them full permission to search, pro- 
mising to return to see the treasures which they 
expected to find. Treasures of much value in 
their estimation they did find, — old faded silk 
dresses of ancient fashion, embroidered fans and 
sachets, sweet-scented sandal and cedar-wood 
caskets, and story books in old print, with the 
letter s long like an f^ drawings and materials 
for making wax flowers, — ^many things of no real 
value, but which the two children thought very 
precious, and with which they promised to 
amuse themselves in wet days to come. 

It was getting dark now, and their mother 
came up according to her promise. The trea- 
sure trove was exhibited, and after she had told 
them the history of some of the articles, and 
had rather disappointed them by saying that the 
strings of pearls in the old red leather case were 
only made of paste, Daisy opened the old 
blue morocco portfolio, and thought it looked 
more interesting than at her first hurried ex- 
amination of it. Soon she exclaimed in wonder 



INTRODUCTION. 3 

at the old yellow-tinted paper on which was 
traced curious old-fashioned writing, which she 
could not read. She brought the portfolio to 
her mother, who read with little difficulty on the 
first bundle of manuscript the inscription in the 
careful regular writing of a former generation, 
"Written for my dear bairns — in the time of 
their trouble — the while we were in Raven- 
stone." 

The children wondered to see their mother's 
blue eyes fill with tears as she looked at the 
faded writing, but she looked up smiling and 
said she would tell them why she cared so much 
to have found this manuscript, and why the 
sight of these words in their old-fashioned Scotch, 
and formal penmanship, made her cry. 

Then they all went down from the dark attic, 
which was getting quite dismal in the failing 
light, and they gathered round the blazing fire 
in the cozy sitting-room, and Daisy and May 
with the delightful feeling of having found a 
real living story, more delightful than any of 
those in their story books, listened while their 
mother began. 

"These papers which you have brought to 
light, Daisy and May, belong to a time long 
before you were born, before mamma even was 
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bom, but my own dear mother used to tell me 
about the Lady Jean to whom belonged the old 
chest which you have such pleasure in search- 
ing. Lady Jean was a great-aunt of my mo- 
ther's, and she used to live almost entirely in 
the family of my mother when she was young, 
and she and her sisters were devotedly attached 
to her. They had lost their mother when almost 
babies, and this Lady Jean did all she could to 
supply to them a mother's care. So they lived 
peacefully till *the time of their trouble,' as 
Lady Jean has called it, came. I cannot enter 
into all the history of that time, it would take 
too long, and perhaps you would hardly under- 
stand it, — and besides it involves a tale of cruel 
wrong-doing and bitter hate, which I would 
rather not repeat to you. It will suffice for me 
to tell you that some one took into his heart an 
evil thought, and tried to prove that my grand- 
father had not rightfully inherited his title and 
his lovely estate and house at Grey Towers, 
which you know so well, and where you delight to 
go to visit Uncle Piers Haven and Aunt Marion. 
This brought great trouble, for the case had to 
be tried before the courts of law, and so well 
had the evil-doer managed, that the papers which 
should have proved my grandfather's title were 
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not forthcoming, and the case went against him, 
and for a time he and good Lady Jean had to 
leave their beautiful home, and to go away 
almost in poverty to live as best they could, 
and where they could. I say for a time, for 
before many years had passed the whole plot 
and villany was discovered, and my venerable 
grandfather was restored to his place and 
honours. 

" My dear mother was about sixteen at the 
time when this trouble came, and she has often 
told me about it, and of the sorrow they had in 
parting from old and faithful servants, and in 
seeing all the horses taken away to be sold. 
My mother had a beautiful chestnut horse, her 
very own, called Coeur de Lion, and she used 
to tell me how she cried at parting with him, 
and how her father in the midst of all his greater 
troubles was so tender and kind in comforting 
her. He taught her to look at all that had 
come to them as coming from the hand of God. 
He never would allow one word of anger or 
bitterness against that other who had disturbed 
him in the possession of his own. 

"During the years that their banishment 
lasted they lived in a very small way at Raven- 
stone, which was a curious old house with a 
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small farm attached, which belonged to Lady 
Jean. Then, while their hearts were still sore 
from being uprooted from their home, new sor- 
row came, so deep and grave that it made all 
worldly loss seem as nothing. 

" My grandfather's eldest son was at that time 
serving with the army in Spain under the great 
Duke of Wellington. He had already distin- 
guished himself, and his father found solace in 
watching his career, trusting that though title 

and land were taken from him his son would 

• 

make a name for himself among the valiant and 
brave. The boy failed not to fulfil his father's 
hopes, — but it was a soldier's unselfish sacrifice 
of his life which marked his young name as spe- 
cially honoured even where so many were winning 
glory and distinction. He was killed in the act 
of carrying a wounded fiiend from under the 
enemy's fire, and the great commander himself 
mentioned him in his ofiicial despatch, as a loss 
to the army and to the king he served. My 
mother has told me that the day that this news 
reached Ravenstone it seemed as if the very light 
of life had gone out, and that there was nothing 
more left to care for. But her father and good 
Lady Jean still bore their sorrow meekly, and still 
taught her to look above to the loving hand of 
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God Who sent the trials and sorrow. * I will 
try them as silver is tried/ was a word fre- 
quently in Lady Jean's lips in those days. 

** But yet more sorrow was coming. A deadly 
fever visited the village and neighbourhood of 
Ravenstone, and the two next boys, my grand- 
father's sons, were carried off, after a few days' 
illness, so that of all his sons there only re- 
mained to my grandfather his youngest. He 
was next in age above my mother, and he lived, 
and you know him and love him as your dear 
Uncle Piers Haven. 

" Now my mother has often told me how in 
all this dark time Lady Jean was all in aU to 
the sorrowing father, and to the poor young 
things upon whom trial of such various kinds 
had come. She comforted them by her deep 
stead^t faith and love, and she used every 
means to divert and amuse my mother and her 
sisters; and when their hearts almost turned 
from finding joy in the beautiful things of na- 
ture, and from the innocent pleasures of their 
gardens, and country walks. Lady Jean used to 
draw from these, from common things around, 
sweet lessons of hope and comfort, such as 
God means us all to learn from the natural 
things which surround us. My mother never 
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forgot Lady Jean's gentle lessons, and how she 
made them to see beauty in the springtime with 
its bright flowers, which no sickness of heart 
could deprive them of, — for she made them see 
how it was a sign given to us each year of the 
one hope which makes all things bright, even 
the hope of the coming of the Lord Jesus 
Christ, and of the rising again in new life, of 
all those who sleep in Him, and from whom 
we have parted with sorrow and tears, — and 
she made them see by little symbols and stories, 
how all our life and our trials here, are but the 
loving ways by which our God and Father 
prepares us for glory and joy in the mansions 
of His house hereafter. 

" Now if you take Lady Jean's little stories, 
and listen while I read them with this thought 
in your minds, and remembering the sorrowful 
hearts for which they were first written, you too, 
dear children, may learn a lesson which you 
may lay up in your hearts, and which may help 
you to see all common things in the light which 
shines from Heaven." 

And now having given the history of how 
these little stories came to be written, we shall 
leave Daisy and May, and all other little ones 
to read them, trusting that they have beside 
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them a loving mother, or gentle elder sister or 
teacher, to remind them of their Holy Baptism, 
and to show to them how all the joy and peace 
and gloxy which is ours if we wait patiently for 
it, is ours because we are baptized into Jesus 
Christ; the endless life which we live is in 
Him Who gave Himself to be a Sacrifice for us, 
Who is the Good Shepherd, Who has loved us 
and washed us from our sins in His own most 
precious Blood, and Who by His Blood alone 
has won for us an entrance into the Heavenly 
Kingdom. It is in our Holy Baptism that we 
are made '' children of God and inheritors of 
the kingdom of heaven," that we make as it 
were, our first step in the new and living way 
which Jesus has opened for us into the glory of 
Heaven. 



lift tfirottslr 19eatl|« 



" Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in 
the morning." — Ps. xxx. 5. 

T^OWN in the depths of the sea, fast cleaving 
"^ to a rocky shelf with a number of his 
comrades, lived an oyster. He had a dark 
shining shell, and could open and shut his 
valves to breathe the freshness of the pure sea 
water ; he could take in food and refreshment 
according to the law of his nature and being. 
He led a very quiet life, and for a long time he 
was very happy. He used to talk to his neigh- 
bours, and watch with them the life and move- 
ment around them. In summer time great 
shoals of silvery fish would come darting past 
them, and anon a great cod fish swimming slowly 
and pouncing at the little fish that came in his 
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way ; and sometimes high overhead a dark ob- 
ject would pass across the bed where the oysters 
lay, obscuring the sunlight, and making the 
clear green water to look dark and mysterious. 
In time they learnt that this was a boat with 
men in it, and once they saw a great net trail- 
ing after the black object, and catching all the 
fish that came in its way ; but all this was far 
above their place of abode, and did not concern 
them much.. Cool and deep and safe they lay, 
little heeding things so far above them. Cool 
and deep and content the bed of oysters lay, 
but the particular oyster whose story we are 
telling did not remain content with his lot. He 
began to think it very dull not to be able to 
move about like the other creatures, and he 
told his neighbour oysters the thoughts which 
disturbed him. 

" What is the good of lying here for ever ? 
why can't I swim like the silvery darting fish ? 
why can't I roam like the old cod, and snap up 
here a fish, and there a tempting piece of sea- 
weed? why can't I be' like the men in the boat, 
about whom the little sardine who escaped firom 
their net told us ? I declare it is very hard, I 
wish I could tear myself off firom this horrid old 
rock !" 
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"O do not speak so," said a grey-bearded 
old oyster ; " do not murmur at our lot ; you 
do not know what nonsense you are talking ; 
if you had your wish, and were torn from the 
rock, it would be yotu: death. We are best as 
we are ; you may be sure that the wisdom which 
made us, and put us down here in the depths 
of the ocean, did it for some good purpose. 
Have patience and faith, young oyster, to wait 
and fulfil the law of our being." 

The young oyster did whatever an oyster 
does when he means to shrug his shoulders and 
look very sulky, and soon a new cause of dis- 
content came to him. 

"Look here, old greybeard," he said one 
day, " something very odd is happening to me ; 
the oddest round lumps are growing on my 
shell ; surely now you will admit that my lot is 
a hard one ; if I could only swim about and 
shake them off, you know I should be much 
more comfortable." 

" I know nothing of the kind," said the old 
oyster ; " you had much better be patient and 
wait ; there is no knowing what good may come 
to us deep sea creatures in the end, if we are 
content to live quietly in the place appointed 
for us. I will tell you a curious thing which 
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gives me a good deal of subject for thought 
A steady old fish of my acquaintance who once 
was caught by those men up there, and who 
now amuses himself swimming close to the sur- 
face near their boat, (he is too wary to let him- 
self be caught again !) told me that these men 
say that all the sea and the fishes, and other 
things which they speak of, which he does not 
understand, never having seen anything but 
the sea, were all made for some great purpose. 
These men say that they have been made rulers 
over what they call creation, and they change 
things, and make one thing into another in the 
most extraordinary way. Now I believe this 
is all true, and that is why I always tell you to 
have patience and to wait. These men speak 
of a great and wise Ruler who made all things, 
the same I suppose who teaches us how to 
open our valves and catch our food, and who 
makes us know how to shut up safe when danger 
is near." 

" Oh, I dare say," laughed the discontented 
oyster, " all very fine, no doubt you will find 
some grand use for these horrid bumps on my 
shell. I am not conceited, but an oyster does 
like his shell to look smooth and spruce, and 
these bumps spoil it all.'' 
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So it went on for some time. The young 
oyster was very slow to see the wisdom of old 
greybeard's words, but his old friend was very 
kind to him, and at last his example and pa- 
tience had effect. At last the young oyster 
became patient and good, and stuck faithfully 
to the rock without wishing to leave it to choose 
a place for himself; and as the round bumps 
grew bigger and bigger he no longer complained, 
but wondered much at times why they had 
come upon his nice smooth shell. 

It was well for him that he had learnt his 
lesson of patience, for he was soon to be sepa- 
rated from the old greybeard. Suddenly one 
day the clear water round the rock was dis- 
turbed, and a tall dark thing appeared. 

" It must be one of those men," thought old 
greybeard, " but how can he live in* the deep 
water ?" 

In reality it was a man in a diving dress, and 
soon the inhabitants saw that he was selecting 
oysters from the rock, and removing them for- 
cibly with instruments which he had brought for 
the purpose. Now the poor young oyster re- 
membered his former discontented wish. He 
hoped that he would escape, for now it seemed 
to him the most dreadful thing to be thus torn 
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from the peaceful bed in the depth of the ocean. 
He saw several of his friends uprooted, and then 
just as he thought the man would pass him by, 
he came to him, and apparently with peculiar 
delight took hold of him, separated him from 
the rock, and added him to those which he had 
already selected. The young oyster had no time 
for words, but he darted a sorrowful look at old 
greybeard, as much as to say, '^ I am not dis- 
contented now, but surely this is cause of grief ; 
now at least you must pity me." 

" Not even now," said old greybeard, answer- 
ing the look, " you are in the hands of those 
who have rule over creation ; by this rough pas- 
sage you m2^ be going up into a higher sphere. 
I believe now you will find out the true end of 
your being." 

And so the poor oyster, bruised and sore 
from being torn from the rock, and grieved to 
leave the place which he now looked upon as 
his happy home, took heart and hoped. He 
knew no more, till in such a place as he had 
never even dreamt of, he heard those men of 
whom old greybeard had spoken, talking one to 
another, and speaking of those bumps which 
had caused him so much distress as of greatest 
value, " very costly," they pronounced them. 
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The poor oyster did not understand fiilly the 
meaning of their words, and soon his existence 
as the humble two-valved oyster came to an 
end, for in yielding up to the men these " very 
costly*' gems he gave up his life, and died. 

« 

And now we must change the scene. A 
mighty monarch, a Christian king is on his way 
to receive the crown, — the symbol of holy righ- 
teous rule and majesty. With holy rite and 
ceremony in a vast and noble cathedral, dedi- 
cated to the worship of God, the Christian king 
receives from the hands of God's ordained ser- 
vant this symbol of his kingship. The Bishop 
places on his brow the diadem, the crown 
gemmed with costly jewels, — above all, the pure 
fair pearls of which a perfect row encircled the 
crown, are worthy in their whiteness and perfect 
form to be the symbol of the ornament of a pure 
and righteous rule. 

What think you ? these pearls, some of them 
were the very bumps which had so distressed 
and troubled the sorrowful oyster in his ocean 
home. 

Yet once again. The king must choose for 
him a bride, a queen worthy to share with him 
his jewelled crown, his throne of majesty, — 

c 
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but first he must win her and betroth her to 
him, his true and loyal wife. The sign of that 
betrothal is a pure and costly pearl, — "very 
costly," those said from whom the king pro- 
cured the jewel worthy for so high and pure a 
purpose. This very pearl which the queen 
wears upon her hand on the day when she is 
crowned to sit upon the throne with the king, 
is the gift which the sorrowful oyster who so 
hardly learnt the lesson of patience, had yielded 
with his life to those who tore him from his 
ocean bed. 

The life of the oyster had come to an end, 
but behold ! he lives again in these fair jewels, 
a higher, nobler life. Surely old greybeard was 
right, and the quiet hidden life was the very 
way to honour and glory. 

The lesson to be learnt from this little tale — 
our God and King appoints to each his place 
and duties. However lowly and hidden may 
be the place where God puts any of His chil- 
dren to dwell, that place is one of honour and 
dignity, and in that place alone can the child 
of God truly learn to serve Him acceptably, 
and prepare for higher service in the kingdom 
of heaven. Sorrows and trials meekly borne 
will bring forth fruit, precious jewels of faith, 



LIFE THROUGH DEATH. 1 9 

and love, and truth, which our God and King 
will not despise in the day of the appearing of 
Jesus Christ, — He Who said to His disciples, 
" Herein is My Father glorified, that ye bring 
forth much fruit," will condescend in the day 
of His glory to acknowledge every lowly service 
of love, and patience, and holiness, and the 
very jewels to adorn the Bride, the wife of the 
Lamb, shall be the beauties of holiness brought 
forth in those whom He made one with Him- 
self in Holy Baptism, and whom He left for a 
while to learn His ways in suffering and mortal 
weakness. 



K^t ^Mnu Stones* 

" Ye also, as lively stones, are btiilt up a spiritual 
house, .... acceptable to God by Jesus Christ." — 
I S. Pet. ii. 5. 

ft 

/^NCE as the ages of time rolled on, there 
^^ came a day when a mighty Prince would 
build for himself a great and goodly Palace. 
It was to exceed in beauty every other dwelling- 
place of kingly majesty and state which the 
world had ever seen, and great and weighty 
were the counsels which decreed all that con- 
cerned the building, and the choosing of t}ie 
stones which were to be reared up into an 
edifice, which was to show all the beauty and 
magnificence of this great King. 

The King's own Son came into the country 
where the Palace was to be built, and at cost, 
and with labour of love untold, he bought the 
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whole country for himself, and laid the founda- 
tion of the great building deep and strong, so 
that no enemy could move it ; and so wonderful 
was his wisdom, that even before he came to 
lay the foundation, the King's Son knew exactly 
the quality and number of the stones which 
would be required for the whole edifice. In 
the glorious place where he dwelt, he had a 
great book full of writing. The pages of the 
book were of a dazzling, glorious texture, and 
with a glowing elixir, which traced letters of 
living light, he had written in this book the 
name and the number of each stone, and the 
place which each should have when the build- 
ing should be finished. 

No one might read in this book excepting 
the King's Son, who had written it After he 
had laid the foundation, it was necessary that 
he should return again to the glorious abode 
which he had left when he came to purchase 
the country, and to arrange all the preliminaries 
for the great work of the building ; and when 
he thus left the heritage which he had bought, 
he sent into the great enclosure, where the 
stones were being gathered for the building, 
servants to whom he had taught his mind and 
will, and to whom he had committed the plans 
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and drawings for the rearing up of the great 
house to his honour. Great blocks of stone 
were there, and stones of various hues and 
quality, and of many sizes, according to the 
purpose for which they were intended, all of 
which was written in the book in the hands of 
the King's Son, into which even his most 
honoured and faithful servants might not look ; 
though to them the King gave wisdom and 
judgment to place the stones and to polish 
them, and get them into order and beauty. 

There were servants of various degrees, each 
had his work assigned to him among the stones, 
and in the great work to which all were dedi- 
cated. There were the master builders, to 
whom were committed the royal plans and de- 
signs for the building, and there were those who 
carried out their orders, — some who went into 
far countries to bring stones suitable for the 
King's service; others who stood at the en- 
trance of the vast enclosure to mark each stone 
that was admitted with the King's mark. For 
each stone was marked with. the device and 
signet of the King, and after the stones had 
been so marked, they could no more be taken 
or used for any other purpose, but only for the 
building and adorning of the King's Palace. It 
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was treason to the King, and robbery, to take 
away the stones for other or inferior buildings. 

But insomuch as this great King had enemies, 
some of his servants had to be appointed to 
guard the stones and protect them from robbers 
and marauders. Other servants there were 
whose office it was to keep bright burning light 
ever falling upon the whole work, — ^which had 
to be carried on night and day, — ^and even in 
the brightest noontide no light was pure and 
intense enough, save that only which came 
streaming down from the very centre of the 
glorious place whither the King's Son had as- 
cended after he had finished the purchase of 
the country, and had laid the foundations of his 
Palace. This wonderful light never failed or 
wavered, however dark and stormy the day or 
night, only it needed watchfulness, that all the 
appointed passages by which it flowed were 
kept free and pure, and to this office some of 
his servants joyfully devoted their lives. 

It was a time of grave responsibility for all 
concerned in the work, for a wonderful thing it 
was, that so long as the process of building went 
on, the enemies of the King were not to be 
entirely subdued. It was necessary for the 
future glory of the King that his beautiful palace 
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should be reared up in the very face of his foes, 
and besides, each servant who faithfully served 
him, and held his own against the enemy, was 
by his work and faithfulness fitting himself for 
some place of honour and trust in the future 
kingdom. 

The King's Son, in the time when he pur- 
chased the possession of all the country, had 
overcome and vanquished the king of all the 
wicked enemies ; but though he was overcome, 
and never could show his face against the en- 
sign and device of the Conqueror, yet he still 
remained in sufficient strength to give much 
trouble to those to whom was entrusted the 
honour of their King and the advancement of 
his work. It needed continual watchfulness 
and patience, and continual abiding in the pure 
light which came down from where the King 
was, to enable his servants to overcome the 
enemy, and to discover all his wicked devices 
to ensnare them, and to steal from the King the 
goodly stones which he had bought at so great 
cost. 

To cheer his servants, and to keep up their 
patience and courage, the ELing^s Son gave them 
his sure promise, that in the day when all the 
work was finished, when he himself, as he had 
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laid the foundation, would himself place the 
headstone in the highest place, his enemies 
should vanish away for ever, and he himself 
would take all the power and rule into his own 
hands, and reign in righteousness and peace in 
his now most troubled dominions. In that day 
he promised to reward his faithful servants, and 
not to forget all that they had suffered for him. 
Besides this, this mighty Prince who loved his 
servants very deeply, and feared they might be 
discouraged, after the work had gone on for 
some time, called one of his servants up into 
the place from whence the light continually 
shined upon their labours ; and he showed to 
him a picture of the Palace as it should be 
when their labours were ended ; and he made 
him write down his sure promise that he would 
come to his servants and finish and complete 
their work. And so the servants went on cheer- 
fully, even in dark days, and the work grew 
under their hands. 

Disappointments of various kinds at times 
filled their hearts with sorrow, for besides the 
annoyance which they suffered from the enemies 
who harassed them in their work, they some- 
times had failure and decay among the chosen 
stones themselves. Some which looked fair 
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and pure, and fit for a place in the Palace, 
failed under the process of preparation. Each 
stone had to be fitted for the exact place 
appointed by slow and patient work; and it 
happened sometimes when a comer had to be 
polished off, or when the chisel had to go deep 
in engraving the design commanded by the 
King, that the stone would crack under the 
process ; and then the workmen had sorrow, and 
could only lay it aside, waiting if haply some 
less important place might be found for it, if it 
could bear the cutting and carving which would 
be needed to bring it to the form and size 
required. With other stones the surface seemed 
to refiise the polish and finish needed for their 
destined place, and on them the labour of the 
workmen seemed to be lavished in vain. 

In dealing with other stones, the King's Son 
himself tried the obedience and trust of his 
servants ; for it would happen many times when 
the process of preparation went on most pros- 
perously, when the clear shining, or the beauti- 
ful veining and colour of a particular stone 
was coming out in glowing tints under the hand 
of the polisher, just as he was thinking that 
here was a stone that would adorn the Palace 
for ever, the servants would find in their in- 
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structions that this very stone was to be taken 
out of their hands, and to be laid down in a 
particular place where no one might touch it 
more ; in a place where its beautiful colour and 
quality would be kept safe for the King's use, 
and where he would himself come and lift it up 
in the day when he came to set the headstone 
on all the building. The light which lightened 
all the work shone bright and deep into this 
storehouse of prepared stones, but none of the 
servants might see into it. The place was in 
the special keeping of the King himself, but it 
was part of that which he had told them in 
setting them to do his work, that the stones 
thus stored were most precious and kept safely 
as his very treasure. All the enclosure where 
the King's work went on was a peaceful and 
pleasant place, and though it was also a place 
of trial and proving to the servants and the 
chosen stones, there were in it many things for 
the comfort and refreshment of those who 
patiently worked, waiting to see the fulfilment 
of the word of the King. 

All round about a rapid flowing river encir- 
cled them as they worked, and flowed through 
the very place of their labour, and this stream, 
like the light which lightened them, had its 
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source in the place where the King abode. 
Each stone that was brought in and marked 
with the King's mark was brought through tJ:-.-- 
pure river, and to some the only preparation 
given was to lie still in the dear depths where 
the river flowed, bringing life and refreshment 
to the workmen when they were weary. The 
action of the living water itself seemed to polish 
these, and sometimes before they went through 
any carving or polishing, they were taken away 
all shining and glowing from the crystal stream 
to the treasure-house of finished stones. 

And now for the end of the story. Do you 
expect, little ones who have listened, to come 
to a beautiful ending, to hear that the Palace 
is finished, that the workmen have been re- 
warded, that the stones have been brought out 
of the treasure-house, and that with trumpet 
sound of triumph and shoutings of joy the 
headstone has been placed, and that the pur- 
chased country rejoices in the reign of the 
righteous and just King? 

Nay, little ones, it is not so. This is not yet, 
— the work is still going on, the master-builders 
and the faithful workmen still labour for the 
King, — the stones are still being gathered, and 
the patience and the waiting of the King, and 
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of his servants, of the costly stones, still en- 
dures. 

True it is the servants have good hope that 
the day of glory, the time of rest is nigh. The 
King's Son at the beginning told them the sure 
signs which should tell them of the near close 
of all their labour, the sure tokens which should 
herald his return. The servants pause not in 
their work, but even as they labour their ears 
are intent to hear the sound of the coming of 
the King. 

They are diligent to improve the latest hours 
of the season appointed for work, but while 
they waver not in their steadfast endurance, 
they lift up their heads and behold with glad- 
ness the glory in the Heavens which goes be- 
fore the rising of the Sun, and they watch for 
the rending of the clouds, that they may be- 
hold the face of the King whom they have 
served, and who will perfect and finish their 
work. And glorious and joyful that day will be 
for the servants who thus watch. 



'* He shall feed Hb flock like a shepherd ; He shall 
gather the lambs with His arm, and carry them in His 
bosom." — Isa. xl. ii. 

nPHERE was a beautiful vale of emerald 
green pasture, soft and velvety; it was 
kept fresh and cool by the flowing of a deep 
cool river, a river which did not rush along 
brawling and chafing against stones and rocks, 
but a river smooth in its course, with a gentle 
full sound of flowing music, the very embodi- 
ment and type of "peace as a flowing river." 
The sun ever shone on this fair pasture with 
gentle ray, not scorching or burning, but ever 
with the clear shining of the morning sun, and 
the moon at night beamed softly upon the 
river's tide, and on the soft mead bathed by the 
dew of heaven. 
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In this favoured vale a Shepherd kept his 
flock, along the river's side morning by morn- 
ing, and evening by evening, he led his sheep 
that they might drink of the pure water, and in 
the softest of the green pasture the Shepherd 
caused his flock to lie down. It was a fair and 
beauteous flock to behold, for the fleece of each 
sheep was snowy white, the Shepherd himself 
had washed them, and on the pure white fleece 
of each he had marked his sheep with his own 
mark. With the sheep there were many little 
lambs, and them also the Shepherd had washed 
so that their soft curly fleece was dazzling white, 
and he had marked them too with his own 
mark. 

The flock of this Shepherd was very great, 
and though this favoured vale where they lacked 
nothing, and where no evil could touch them, 
was their home, yet some of the sheep were 
prone to wander on the dark mountains around. 
When they did this, they got into trouble and 
difficulty, and were in danger of being stolen 
by an evil robber, who was an enemy of the 
Good Shepherd, and who delighted to vex him 
by stealing his sheep from him, and effacing his 
mark from their fleece. This evil robber used 
to wait for the sheep in the paths in the moun- 
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tains which they had chosen for themselves, and 
lure them on by hopes of rest and fresh pas- 
tures, but if the sheep were foolish enough to 
follow him, the paths where the robber led 
them always ended in pain, and suffering, and 
death. 

Some of the Shepherd's own sheep who had 
not strayed, were, for good reasons known only 
to himself, sent out to pasture in rough and 
stony places where they had trouble and suffer- 
ing ; but these places, chosen by the Shepherd 
himself, were not really beyond the verge of 
the peaceful valley ; and though sometimes the 
sheep thought they were sent quite away from 
all that was good and pleasant, still they were 
always near the pure river, and the crystal 
water was ever within their reach that they 
might drink, and might keep their fleece pure 
and white as snow. 

When the Shepherd placed his sheep in these 
outlying pastures, he would himself visit them, 
and oftentimes he would carry the sheep on 
his shoulders over the roughest of their path, 
and the, little lambs he carried gently, resting 
them in his bosom ; and when the time was 
over, when the rough places were for their 
good, the Shepherd himself brought them 
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back in his arms to the valley of peace and 
plenty. 

Sometimes it happened that the sheep or 
the young lambs thought that the pasture which 
they saw on the mountains was fresher, and 
would taste more sweet than that which the 
Shepherd provided in the green vale ; or those 
who were in the stony places of trial would 
think to escape into what seemed pleasant 
nooks in the mountain side, to feed on grass 
which looked tender and green. 

Then the sheep would stray away from the 
Good Shepherd, and when they got to the pas- 
ture which looked so green, they would find 
it was not so, — the mountain side was bare, or 
it grew grass which was rank and rough, which 
they could not eat. Then when the sheep were 
cold, and hungry, and desolate, when they were 
frightened by the wiles of the robber, when the 
feet of the lambs were cut by the sharp rocks, 
they would long after their own Shepherd, and 
try to find their way back to his fold. 

Sometimes, though disappointed in the pas- 
ture which had tempted them to stray, they 
were foolish enough to think that by going 
further they would fare better, but however far 
they were led away, if they turned and called 

D 
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for the Good Shepherd, he always heard their 
voice ; and he pitied the bleating of the young 
lambs, and he used to come over the moun- 
tains, and lead his sheep back so tenderly, that 
it made them sorry that they had been so un- 
grateful as to leave him. And when the Shep- 
herd brought them back, he washed their fleece 
from all the stains which had come on it during 
their wanderings on the dry arid mountain 
where was no flowing river. 

When the Shepherd washed his sheep his 
own mark came out again on them, clear and 
distinct. 

There was at one end of the vale where the 
Shepherd watched his flock, a dark cavernous 
rift in the mountain side which the sheep 
dreaded. It was a dark mysterious passage, 
and once it had been in the hands of the evil 
robber who* was the Shepherd's enemy; but 
the Shepherd, who was also a great and mighty 
warrior, had won this passage from the evil one 
in single-handed, deadly combat. Beyond this 
dark place lay pastures more abundant, and 
the flowing river, radiant in sunlight, more 
resplendent than anything seen even in the 
peaceful vale where the flock fed. When the 
Shepherd led his sheep through this dark mys- 
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terious valley, each one had to go with him 
alone. He led them, walking beside them, 
showing them his strong shepherd's staff for 
their defence, and pointing them to walk in the 
footprints which he himself had made through 
ity and then, when it was past, he carried them 
into the cloudless light beyond. Once through 
this dark passage, the sheep or lambs returned 
no more to the watered vale where erst they 
had followed the Shepherd, — they were safely 
folded with that part of the flock whom the 
Shepherd had ahready placed to lie down in 
the sweet pastures of the fields of light, which 
lay on the further side of this strange dark 
valley. 

The flock on either side, those in the green 
watered vale, and those in the peaceful fields of 
waiting, were all one flock, and the joy of all 
was in the care and presence of the Good 
Shepherd. It was a very large flock, to which 
the Shepherd was continually adding the sheep 
and lambs which in his love and compassion he 
brought in to be safe in his fold. And dearly 
the sheep and the lambs loved the tender loving 
Shepherd. 

There was one little lamb whom the Good 
Shepherd left for a long time out in a cold 
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Stony pasture, the lamb almost thought the 
Shepherd had forgotten it, — ^for though he had 
come, and had taken away in his arms the 
mother sheep, and had placed her in the fields 
of light and rest, — and though the lamb was 
not one of those who had willingly strayed or 
been tempted by the evil robber, still it was 
left out in the hard stony place, with no refiresh- 
ment save the blessed waters of the river to 
which it could go, all lonely as it was, and 
drink ; and in the clear water it kept its little 
fleece all clean and white. At last one day the 
Shepherd came all beautiful and full of love. 
And he took the patient little lamb away from 
all the hard cold place, and put it once more 
in the soft velvety grass in the valley. And the 
lamb was so grateful, and it loved the Shepherd 
more than ever, and whenever the pasture on 
the mountain looked tempting, and the evil 
robber tempted it to stray, the lamb would turn 
its head away, and would say, " I will not even 
look at what my dear Good Shepherd does not 
Uke." 

The lamb was obedient not so much for the 
fear of danger to itself, as from very love to the 
Good Shepherd whom it could not bear to 
grieve or to offend. It was no wonder that the 
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little lamb was grateful and full of love to the 
Shepherd, for, when he was carrying it back to 
the soil green pastures after all its trouble and 
suffering in the stony place, the lamb had seen 
that the hands of the Shepherd bore the marks 
of a deadly wound, and the Shepherd answered 
when it asked, " These are the wounds which I 
bore for my beloved flock, — for I was wounded 
even to death that I might save my sheep and 
my lambs from the power of the evil robber my 
adversary.'' * 

Then the lamb saw, as the Shepherd stood 
beside it while it refreshed itself with the tender 
pasture, that the feet of the Shepherd bore also 
the mark of wounds, and he answered to its 
pitying look by saying, "Even so, little one, 
for the love I bore you and all my flock, of 
my own will I laid down my life for you, and 
these marks are the sign that because I have 
borne all for you, because I live, you shall live 
also, in the Land of Light which is beyond the 
Valley." 

And so into the heart of the little lamb 
there came towards its Shepherd an unspeak- 
able love, and it longed that it could give its 
very life to serve him, — ^and behold ! little chil- 
dren all, who read this tale, the Good Shepherd 
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accepted the love of the little lamb, — ^and it 
learnt from him that all the offering it could 
bring to him who had suffered so much for 
his flock, was obedience, — a perfect obedience 
from a pure and loving heart. 
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tS^e SUi>er pttrifieli in ti^e ^furnace. 

" Thou hast tried us as silver is tried." — Ps. Ixvi. lo. 

A FAIR chalice of pure silver stood in a 
"^ place of honour in a reverend Gothic 
church. The morning sun shone upon it mak- 
ing it to shine with a soft white lustre. 

" How fair and peaceful you look, you pure 
silver chalice/' said an old and worn marble 
stone in the pavement of the chancel of the 
ancient church. ''You look so beauteous in 
your chaste radiance, in my long service and 
waiting here, I could find it in my heart to 
envy you." 

" Not really more beauteous has the Master 
made me, honoured old servant, than you are 
in the place where he set you, bearing on your 
worn old bosom the name, and the record, and 
the effigy of the good Christian knight who rests 
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beneath you, lying on his shield in faith and 
hope." 

" Ah 1 you know not in your fair splendour 
what it is to lie here generation after generation, 
while the feet of the Master's servants pass over 
me as they do him service. It is for the Master 
I bear it, and so I am at peace, but you can 
never have known such trial" 

" Be not too sure of that, venerable stone. 
No place of honour is attained in the ser- 
vice of our Master save through trial and pa- 
tience. If you will, I will tell you from what 
lowly depths my Master lifted me up, and 
through what sore trial he brought me, ere he 
could count me fit for the use to which he 
had chosen me. Truly our honour is in the 
place which he has chosen, and I pray you 
think not lightly of your place, enclosing the 
dust which is precious in the Master's sight. 
See you what glory illumines you even now." 
For at that moment the morning sun came 
shining through the eastern window and fell 
on the chancel pavement, bearing on his rays 
a purple, ruby, and golden glory, and laying 
it on the very bosom of the worn, old, marble 
stone. 

And now with sweet and solemn tone, as 
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speaking for the Master's honour and for love 
of him, the silver cup began : 

" Dark and deep in the heart of a mighty 
mountain lay the vein of silver. Hard and sore 
was the toil and sacrifice by which our Master 
came and rescued the treasure* No eye but 
his could see any hope or value in that drear 
and desolate mass of barren and unfruitful 
rocks. The mountain once had been fair and 
full of life, and praise, and hope ; but a wicked 
enemy had come and blighted it, scathing all 
its glory, and leaving it, as he believed, an un- 
redeemable monument to his victory over the 
work of our Master. But our Master, at cost 
of love and toil, which could not enter into the 
heart of the evil enemy to conceive, redeemed 
the wrecked and ruined mountain, and pur- 
chased it to himself. No eye but his had seen 
the wealth hidden in the stem mountain, and 
the precious metal had never seen the light, — 
had never known uplifting from the gloomy 
depths, but for the mercy and the goodness of 
him who had purchased it to himself. 

"And when the Master returned from the 
depths whither he had consented to go down, 
he lifted up with him the treasure and brought 
it to the light." 
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" And what then ?" 

" Had you seen the metal which you count 
so fair and pure, you had cast it aside as a 
worthless thing. Dark and lustreless, mingled 
with earth and dross, nothing short of the 
Master's love could have valued it as precious 
silver. 

"And the Master himself set to work to 
make it fit for honourable and lordly use. 

" First in pure water he washed it, and sepa- 
rated it from clods of earth, and heavy stones, 
and gravel. Look what he has made it now, 
and give the praise to him, and know that at 
first it was all rough and mingled with impurity. 

"The Master cleansed it, and then, think 
you it was ready for his perfect service ? Ah ! 
no ; next with heavy hammer and crushing blow 
it was broken to pieces, and more impurity was 
discovered and put far from it. Had you 
seen it in this process, verily you had said, — By 
this metal the Master sets no store, — so rough 
and cruel you had deemed his mode of using it. 
The pure metal knew the Master's hand, and 
though the stone and the dross might grit and 
fret, all that was pure silver loved the hand that 
broke it Then when in pure shining masses it 
came out from this process, when the Master's 
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hand held it, and his eye looked upon it with 
patient joy, think you, then, at last it was ready 
for him to fashion into vessels for honour and 
mercy ?" 

" Ah I even the pure white silver itself may 
have fondly deemed that it was so. But the 
Master's love was wisdom also, deep and in- 
scrutable. Seven times heated, the furnace of 
fire was ready, and there the bright silver laid 
by the Master himself, endured the heat, seeth- 
ing, boiling, moving itself in the great vessel, 
which truly represented the love of the Master, 
for not one grain of the precious thing was 
allowed to drop into the fire ; the flame did not 
consume it, only as it moved and turned in the 
fiery trial, to the surface there came ever and 
anon impurity, which still had remained in the 
shining mass, which no eye but the Master's 
eye of love had seen. The Master's own hand 
removed it as it came to light, and not for one 
moment did he leave or forsake the precious 
thing which he had bought and purified at such 
cost. He sat him down all tenderly and intent 
beside the seething silver. Time after time he 
took away the darkness and dimness which 
rose, and at last, oh ! blessed moment, — there 
was no more cloud, no more dimness in the 
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clear pure silver. As he looked upon it the 
Master saw his own face reflected in its surface. 
The silver gave back to him from its purified 
depths his own likeness. 

" Then he took it from the fire of trial and 
purif)ring, and it was ready, ay, it was ready, 
but only ready to be fashioned and moulded as 
he should choose, as he should desire. 

" The Master must choose the form and the 
chasing, and the mode in which it should be 
fashioned to his honour and gloiy ; and still with 
heavy hand and still with some degree of fur- 
nace heat, the silver was worked by the Lord 
and Master, and it yielded to his hand in per- 
fect confidence, giving back to him the while 
the image of his own love and beauty, 

" So he fashioned his precious treasure for his 
service, and in this way alone have I along 
with all others who serve him, arrived at the 
place and fashion which he himself had chosen 
for me. 

" With infinite joy I do serve him, — a. chalice 
for most sacred use, a cup of joy and glad- 
ness in the Master's hand, and shining with 
beauty which is all his own." 



^t CijiUiren in tge Iting's (Eartien. 

" Here we have no continuing city, but we seek one 
to come." — Heb. xiii. 14. 

T ISTEN, children, while I describe to you a 
"^ beautiful garden in which a number of 
children lived and played, and while I tell you 
how some of these children were obedient and 
happy, iuid how some by the foolishness and 
selfishness of their little hearts were led into 
trouble. 

The garden was all enclosed around, secure 
and safe, and it was full of sweetest flowers 
and richest fruits. Trees bearing rosy apples 
or bloomy peaches bent their fruit-laden boughs 
within reach of the little children, and they 
were not forbidden to gather and eat. Over- 
running the sunny walls and reaching from tree 
to tree in festoons covered with purple fruit. 
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the rich vines offered, refreshment for thirsty 
lips in the noonday heat. 

There were sunny paths all strewn with golden 
sand, and soft green turfy paths, and quiet 
nooks and glades with swift flowing streams, 
living waters which made a murmur and music 
of delight in all the enclosure of the happy 
garden ; and by the side of the streams, by the 
grassy paths, under the fruit-bearing trees, every- 
where bright flowers lifted up their gem-like 
faces, giving back the blessing of the sunshine 
in glowing fervour of light and colour. The 
garden was a beautiful place, and the children 
who dwelt in it were favoured, happy children. 
But bright and beautiful as was the place of 
their abode, each child knew that it was their 
home only for a time, that they were in it to 
prepare for a home more perfect, and that in 
the very beauties of the garden given for their 
enjoyment, lay causes of trial and temptation to 
children who were disobedient. 

That you may understand how this was, you 
must know that these children had been chosen 
and adopted by a great and mighty King, who 
dwelt in a glorious city all radiant with light, 
up above the blue heaven, which canopied over 
the children by night and by day. 
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The King, when he adopted the children, had 
promised to take them up into the glorious dty 
and to give them a home in; his palace. He 
called himself their Father, and he had given 
to each child its name, and had added to it his 
own name, so that the children were called by 
the name of the Eling, and for each he had 
prepared and kept a place of honour in his 
household. It was to prepare for this that he 
put the children in the beautiful garden, and 
gave to them rules and laws which they were to 
learn to obey. 

The King gave to each child, whom he called 
by his name, a royal dress. Each one as he 
entered the garden was clothed in a dress of 
pure and simple white, and on his head was 
placed a crown, a band of gold, deep graven 
with a shining cross ; and the children received 
into their hands a banner, the colour of the 
blue of the heavens, as a sign that they were 
citizens of the heavenly city, and on these 
banners was traced also the shining cross. 

In all their life, in play or work, they must 
keep the white garments dean, and they must 
always remember that they wore the crown be- 
cause they were royal children, and they must 
never lay down the standard of their Father 
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and their King. If they only remembered 
always their citizenship in the city where the 
King dwelt, they might play and enjoy the 
delights of the garden, but there were paths in 
it which they might not tread. Sometimes, 
crossing a path on which a child was running, 
would appear another path, perhaps all shining 
with glittering sand or paved with bright stones, 
and this tempting path might be a forbidden 
road ; but the child was not left in doubt as to 
which were the permitted and which the for- 
bidden ways, for in the deep blue heavens there 
shone at all times a bright and glorious star, 
and the children might never lose sight of this 
star, it was to them a s)rmbol of the presence of 
the King, their Father. 

This star was lost sight of as soon as a child 
followed one of the forbidden paths. If a 
child was tempted and turned down one of 
these ways, it was well for him if he re- 
membered and looked up to the star of light ; 
for if he heedlessly or naughtily went on dis- 
regarding that he was losing sight of the star, 
then he was sure to get into difficulty and 
trouble, and he would find it hard to get back. 
Round these paths, which obedient children 
must not tread, there lurked evil and wicked 
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imps, who delighted to tease the children and 
to lead them astray. 

You see there were indeed dangers for the 
naughty or the careless in the peaceful en- 
dosure of the garden. That they might be 
safe from these, the King sent to watch 
over each little one whom he had called by 
his name, one of his own body guard. These 
were not armed as warriors of this earth are 
armed, but they were mighty to succour and 
shield the children. They were strong, beauti- 
ful messengers from the presence of the King, 
■with shadowing loving wings, which always ap- 
peared newly bathed in the light of the glorious 
palace of the King. When danger threatened 
a child committed to the care of one of these 
strong guardians, his white wing stretched over 
it was shield sufficient to guard it The evil imps 
could not touch any child under such shelter. 

When a child, as sometimes happened, went 
on in disobedience, amusing itself in forbidden 
ways and paths, the guardian could not always 
save it from the evil consequences of its way- 
wardness. He could sometimes only be very 
sorry for the foolishness of the child committed 
to his care, but so long as the crown was upon 
its brow, marking it as the child of the King, 
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the watcher might not leave it, but must ever 
look up to its Father beyond the blue heaven, 
and learn his will concerning it. 

Now having told you some of the laws of 
this happy band of children, I will choose a few 
from among them to tell you how it fared with 
them in their time of trial and preparing for the 
goodly city which was their real home. 

Friede, Liebe, and Varheit were three of the 
children whom the Father of all had placed in 
the beautiful garden. He had given to them 
good names which promised peace, and love, 
and truth, and like the rest of the chosen family, 
their names were, as it were, crowned and made 
beautiful by the King and Father^s name of 
strength. 

For many days these children were obedient 
and good, but I will tell you how temptation 
came, and when one of the three yielded to it, 
trouble and sorrow came upon all. One of the 
duties of the King's children was to keep and 
cultivate a little piece of ground in the garden. 
Each had a portion given to him, and one who 
was set over them to teach them in the wa)rs of 
the heavenly city, used to come and instruct 
them how to watch the seed which they had 
sown, and how to prune and tend the flowers 
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and trees which they had planted. He who 
was thus set over the little ones was called 
Hirte, and kind and good he was to all, and 
dearly the children loved him. Besides the 
garden work which he taught them, Hirte used 
to read to his charge out of a great book in 
which was written the King's law, and out of 
which he used to explain to them the meaning 
of the cross which was upon their crowns of 
gold and on their banner of blue. 

" It is the sign, dear children," Hirte used to 
say, " of victory, it is the sign of perfect love, 
the sign of life through death. For it tells that 
the Son of our King and Father suflfered death 
to win for you an entrance into the eternal city, 
and it is he who so died for you who is waiting 
to receive you in that glorious city, and to pre- 
sent you to our Father." 

Many other things Hirte taught the children, 
and these three of whom I am telling you learnt 
his lessons willingly. For a long time their 
three little gardens were equally well cared for, 
but at last it happened that the garden of Liebe 
seemed to fall behind the others in beauty and 
order. Ugly weeds peeped up near the sweetest 
flowers, and were allowed to grow tall and rank 
without any attempt being made to uproot them, 
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and the roses, which bore flowers in abundance, 
seemed to lack care and training. Hirte saw 
the change, and very gently he pointed it out 
to Liebe. 

"Be careful, my child," he said, "be not 
tempted to neglect your charge. Be not tempted 
to idle away all the hours of your day, and 
Liebe, keep the banner of blue faithfully over 
all your work. Methinks it droops somewhat, 
as though the little hand were weary that 
holds it." 

Liebe listened to the words of Hirte and pro- 
mised to take his warning, but the very next 
morning listlessness and languor came over him 
at his work, and instead of resisting the temp- 
tation to idleness, he lay down on the soft turf 
and lost all the bright morning hours. Frieda 
and Varheit worked away with merry laugh and 
words of encouragement one to another, but 
they were not quite happy about Liebe, and at 
last Friede came gently up to him, and putting 
his arm round him, he said sofdy, 

" Do you remember, Liebe, what Hirte said 
yesterday ? Come and work with us, the weeds 
are quite rank and going to seed in your ground 
to-day." 

Liebe was vexed, and drew himself away from 
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Friede's arm, but Friede, not repulsed, went on 
earnestly, 

" Liebe, do not be angry, but listen to your 
brother Friede ; look, in thy hand, held fast with 
the staff of thy banner, are some gaudy feathers. 
I think they are not such as our beloved Hirte 
would like to see there. O, brother, say, whence 
hast thou the painted feathers ?" 

Now Liebe made no answer. The truth was 
that the history of the feathers belonged to an 
adventure which he had confessed to none, and 
which lay heavy on his conscience. 

Som€i days before, as he was resting under 
the shade of a crimson-flowered Judas tree, a 
bright-plumed bird came fluttering in the boughs. 
Liebe observed it with delight, and by-and-by 
he stood up slowly and gently, for he wished 
to make the bird his prize. But softly though 
he moved, the bird was startled, and spreading 
its gorgeous wings it flew to the next tree. 
Liebe followed, and still the bird each time he 
drew near to it, winged its way on to another 
resting-place, which always seemed so easy to 
reach that Liebe could not give up the chase. 
At last the bird lighted on an acacia tree, and 
this time its pursuer was sure of it, for instead 
of flying away as he drew near, it seemed to 
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wait for him. Eager in the chase which seemed 
so near a successful conclusion, Liebe ran quickly 
down a glittering sanded path. Did he not see 
that he was treading in one of those paths for- 
bidden to the King's sons, that overhead the 
blossom-covered boughs were shutting out from 
him the blue heaven and the star of light ? 

Liebe was not altogether imconscious of this, 
but he would not look, his mind was bent on 
his own pleasure, and though he said to himself 
that he would not go on if the star was really 
hidden from him, yet he would not pause and 
do as he had been taught to do, he would not 
look up for its light upon his path of pleasure. 

Ah ! could Liebe have seen at that moment 
his white strong guardian, he would have beheld 
him gazing at him in sorrow, hovering near him 
with outstretched wings, if haply he would turn 
and come under their shadow where the watcher 
stood full in the way which led back to the way 
of obedience. But Liebe went on till he came 
to the tree where the brilliant bird was resting. 
It was pluming its shining wings in the sunlight, 
and as Liebe came under the bough it dropped 
from its wing three feathers, blue, and red, and 
green, and over all a golden sheen, — they were 
lovely, painted as with fairy hues, and Liebe 
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eagerly stooped to pick up such a prize. When 
he raised himself, with the feathers in his hand, 
the bird was gone, and though he looked all 
around he could see it no more. 

Disappointed, he turned to retrace his steps, 
but the path had disappeared, and the more he 
tried to find it the more completely he lost him- 
self in a deep tangled thicket, which, at first 
formed of fair blossoming trees, turned before 
the bewildered child into thorns and briers, 
which threatened to tear his white garment, and 
which made his hands and his face to bleed as 
he struggled to get free. 

Now in distress he looked up for the guiding 
star, but it was quite out of sight, and the blue 
heaven was hidden from him by dark boughs of 
gloomy yew and cypress. 

Liebe became frightened. He thought of 
sounding his silver bugle which each child car- 
ried that he might signal for Hirte when in dis- 
tress, but he refrained from doing so, still hop- 
ing to extricate himself without any one knowing 
of his wanderings. While he hesitated, he saw 
approaching him a boy about his own age and 
height This boy who was dressed in a tunic 
of black, and wore a cap ornamented with 
feathers like those which Liebe held in his 
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hand, announced his name to be Haisslich. He 
seemed to know all about Liebe's difficulty, and 
exclaimed hastily, " Do not be so foolish as to 
sound your bugle and bring every one upon you 
with reproofs and upbraidings, — ^follow me, and 
I shall easily lead you out of this trouble.'' 
Then as Liebe prepared to follow him he said, 
" Furl your banner, lest it should be torn on 
these thorns, — there, you had better give it to 
me to carry, now follow me." 

So Liebe gave up his banner of heavenly 
blue, and followed his friend. 

He led him safely through the briers, and on 
into flowery meads, to paths by running streams, 
through a grove of orange and lemon-trees, 
where they stopped to refresh themselves with 
the fruit. All the time Liebe felt strange mis- 
givings and fears, and the way seemed so long 
that once or twice he ventured to ask if Haisslich 
was sure that he was not losing himself. The 
boy only laughed a careless laugh, and led on 
further and further. 

At last they came to one of the roads where 
Liebe was at home. He knew the path as one 
where he had lately played with Friede and 
Varheitj he stepped hastily on to it, fearing 
to lose sight of it. Liebe was anxious to rejoin 
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his companions, not because he was sorry for 
having gone astray, so much as because he 
wished to keep secret the adventures which had 
be&llen him. 

, He was about to hasten away when Haisslich 
called out, " Here, are you going to leave this 
with me, and have to answer a pack of ques- 
tions as to where you have lost it ?" 

It was the banner of blue which Haisslich re- 
turned to him, and as Liebe turned to take it, 
he was startled for a moment by the pleasant 
companion assuming the likeness of a very imp 
of darkness. Next moment he thought he must 
have imagined this change of appearance, for, 
even as he shuddered at it, Haisslich was once 
more the smiling companion and guide, waving 
his hand in farewell, and promising to be at 
hand to help him whensoever he should require 
his aid. 

And so Liebe returned to his brothers, and 
received the kind words of the faithful Hirte, 
still keeping hidden in his heart his disobedience 
and his wandering. What wonder that the 
garden ground grew waste and desolate, or that 
the banner of blue drooped against its staff in- 
stead of floating happily on the breeze of heaven ? 

Hirte in his daily visits to the children failed 
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not to perceive that there was much ami$is with 
Liebe. He watched him sorrowfully, and ever 
hoped that the boy would confess what was wrong. 

But Liebe was very foolish, and instead of 
confessing that he had been naughty, he care- 
fully concealed it ; he promised to himself that 
never again would he be disobedient, and he 
tried to think that this one fault would not so- 
nify if he was very careful never to go astray 
again. He did not realise that all such resolves 
were of no avail, and could not keep him from 
sin while he kept his fault hidden in his heart, 
deceiving himself and all around him. The 
fault concealed was like a hateful poison work- 
ing in an unseen way and spoiling all goodness 
and purity. Soon he got into the habit of con- 
tinually stepping on to the paths which no royal 
child was permitted to tread ; he became quite 
used to leave his blue banner and go wherever 
he liked; and not once, but many times, he 
trusted himself to the guidance of Haisslich, who 
first led him to forbidden pleasures, and then 
made liebe believe that he was his friend, be- 
cause he was willing to lead him back again when 
he lost himself in the labyrinth of the unknown 
paths of the garden. 

At last one day they went further than usual, 
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and when Liebe asked Haisslich to lead him 
back he laughed, and said it was not his inten- 
tion always and for ever to lead him back to 
his prison walks and tyrant's rule. 

" Oh, but it is not tyrant's rule," exclaimed 
Liebe ; " we are very happy ; some day we shall 
be really princes in the city, where our Father 
dwells." 

" All very fine !" answered Haisslich ; " but 
why are you not allowed to do as you like now ? 
come with me, and I will show you glories and 
royal pageantry which you may enjoy now with- 
out being at the bidding of any ruler, tyrant or 
not" 

So saying he seized Liebe by the hand, and 
set off to run down a steep slope. Liebe had 
no time to refuse, nor indeed any very deter- 
mined desire to do so. On they ran, till they 
came to a place of rocks which seemed to be 
all pure crystal reflecting the light in many rain- 
bow hues like mountains of diamond. Down 
the slopes of these mountains of light Haisslich 
slid, drawing Liebe with him. At last they 
came to a level place where there was the en- 
trance to a cavern. Here Haisslich entered, 
beckoning to Liebe to follow : when he did so 
gorgeous was the pageant which dazzled his de- 
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lighted eyes, — ^kings and courtiers, queens and 
ladies in waiting, arrayed in all the colours of 
the rainbow, their garments encrusted with 
jewels, were dancing to strains of the most ex- 
quisite music. 

Fountains of perfumes scented the air, while 
odorous oil burnt in many lamps of gold and 
silver suspended from the crystal roof. Chil- 
dren were there, amusing themselves according 
to their age and inclination, — some were angling 
for golden fish in lakes and fountains of dear 
water; others were gathering gems from the 
margin of stream or lake; while others were 
chasing birds of brilliant plumage, like the one 
which had first led Liebe astray. 

Liebe Jost himself in delight, — ^he forgot all 
about the fair garden which was his home ; forgot 
about the King his Father ; the banner of blue, 
and the guiding star of light. In the dazzling 
splendour of this palace of pleasure he lost all 
recollection of Hirte and his book of holy law, 
and of the crown upon his head, which marked 
him as of the number of the royal children, 
waiting till the Father should call them into all 
the joys and glories of his own palace. He 
forgot everything except his own selfish plea- 
sure, — a strange excitement seized him, he 
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angled with the anglers, he chased birds, and 
caught them too, delighting himself in fondling 
and stroking their gaudy plumage. He gathered 
hoards of gems, and drank sparkling wine from 
cups of ruby and amethyst Never had he 
known enjoyment like this, — and Haisslich was 
ever beside him, leading him on to new 
delights. 

But suddenly a change came, and all his 
pleasure turned to horror and fear. Over the 
scene that so enchanted the erring wandering 
child, there swept suddenly a horror of dark- 
ness. 

The kings and queens, courtiers, and gaily 
dressed ladies disappeared ; the children angling 
for golden fish changed into horrible forms like 
monkeys with fiery eyes and fierce claws ; those 
gathering the gems no longer picked up sap- 
phires, and amethysts, and rubies, but gathered 
loathsome things, bones, and shells- with fish 
that had been long dead ; the gaudy birds were 
transformed into buzzing stinging insects, hor- 
nets, and bats, and creatures of darkness. One 
which Liebe held, stung him with a fiery sting, 
and when he tried to cast it from him, it still 
clung to him till he shrieked in terror. Then a 
mocking laugh rang through all the place, once 
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a palace of light ; the crystal walls changed into 
rocks of sterile gloomy darkness; the lights 
from the odorous lamps went out, and with a 
harsh clanging sound as of trumpets of iron, 
every living being disappeared, leaving Liebe 
alone in a horror of terror and darkness. 

And now, do you think poor Liebe was quite 
lost, and that he never will get out of this 
dreadful cavern, — never will return to the happy 
garden ? It is not so bad as that The King 
his Father still watched over him even while he 
was so naughty, first disobeying him, and then 
forgetting all that he had told him to remember. 
And now the King himself had permitted the 
things which Liebe was delighting in to turn to 
evil, — he himself made him suffer, to turn his 
heart once more to think of his duty, and his 
real happiness. 

Many hours Liebe lay in utmost misery in 
the place where the darkness had overtaken 
him, — but the King did not forget him, and 
his strong white guardian was still watching near 
him, not looking only at the stains on his white 
garment, though he wept to see them, but look- 
ing at the crown of gold which still marked 
him as an inheritor of the Father's kingdom, 
and still even from the depths where Liebe had 
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lost himself, beholding the Light of the Face of 
the Father of the wayward erring child. 

And so it came to pass, that after a time 
Liebe began to look up, longing to see once 
more the star of light ; and at last he called out 
with his voice which was quite weak and worn 
with fear and suffering, " O King, my Father, 
I am a very naughty child, but O, may I see 
the light again?" 

Hardly were the words spoken before the 
thick darkness began to give place to a gentle 
twilight. liebe got up and began to try to 
make his way back again along the road which 
led to his home, — a sore and weary road it 
seemed ; those slopes down which he had come 
so rapidly and easily, were difficult to climb ; 
his feet and hands were wounded and bleeding 
by the time he had surmounted the rocks, which 
had shone with crystal light, and which now 
were black as coal, and dangerous to step 
upon. 

Weeping bitterly over his folly, Liebe sat 
down for a moment to rest, wondering which 
way he should take now, when at the top of 
the rocks six paths led in as many different 
directions. As he gazed bewildered at the 
ways before him, he saw some one approach- 
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ing, — and oh ! joy in the midst of trouble, he 
recognised the kind and beneficent Hirte draw- 
ing near. Then Liebe got up and went to meet 
him, and throwing himself into the kind arms 
open to receive him, he poured out the tale of 
his wanderings, and of his bitter sorrow. • 

After this the worst of his trouble was over. 
He had no more doubt which way to tread, — 
and though the path which led back to the 
ways of pleasantness and peace was oftentimes 
beset with thorns ; though his wounded feet had 
still to tread on hard and flinty ways, he bravely 
bore it all, and flinched not from suffering, so 
long as only he was sure of no more erring from 
the way. Hirte did not leave him, and shared 
with him the sufferings of the stony thorny way, 
leading him by the hand when he was weary, 
and when at times his strength had well-nigh 
failed, and at last the wanderer was at home. 

At length he stepped across the boundary 
into the happy golden sanded paths. Then 
in streams of flowing water the wounded feet 
were bathed, and with cleansing and purifying, 
known only to the loving King and Father and 
to his own children, the stains were laved from 
the white garment. Then Liebe was led back 
under the shadow of the banner of blue, and 
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received with joy by Friede and Varheit, who 
had wept for him, and sorrowed for him, fear- 
ing he was lost to them for ever. 

Liebe had toilsome work to bring his neg- 
lected garden into order. The weeds of many 
days' standing could not be uprooted without 
labour and patience, — but he recked not for 
sorrow and weariness, so he might be faithful, 
and show his gratitude to the King, who had 
brought him safely back from his wanderings, 
and who had forgiven and put away all his 
naughtiness. 

Now at last he seemed to fulfil the promise 
of his name, which means Lave^ for out of a 
grateful heart he gave the love of one to whom 
much has been forgiven. 



Brandieis in tlje Ettt of %iU. 

" As the branch cannot bring forth fruit except it abide 
in the vine, no more can ye, except ye abide in Me.*' — 
S. John XV. 4. 

" TT OW long the spring is in coming !" This 
was breathed in a deep sigh from the 
very heart of a soft downy bud growing on the 
bough of a noble horse-chestnut tree. It was 
not altogether a selfish sigh, a selfish longing, 
but the little flower, hidden in the soft folds of 
the tiny leaflets, longed to come out into the 
sunshine. It desired to hold aloft its many little 
flowrets, and to be waved by the boughs in the 
gentle wind, that it might bring its offering of 
praise and thanksgiving for the safe shelter dur- 
ing the winter. The little flower longed to show 
its gladness in the very life which was making 
it desire to appear in, beauty and newness with 
the waking of the spring. 



BRANCHES IN THE TREE OF LIFE. 6 J 

It had been a cold, hard winter, and now 
spring came slowly, the east wind blew so perti- 
naciously, and the breath of the north brought 
every night sharp frosts, so that though April 
was nearly past, the buds and leaves of the 
horse-chestnut tree had to lie quite still within 
the brown sheaths hardly • opened ; the sheaths 
held themselves so tightly folded, and their 
covering of shining gum made them adhere so 
closely, it sometimes seemed to the little im- 
prisoned flowers as if the gentle voice of spring 
had forgotten to call them, and as if the sweet 
west wind himself must have died in the frosts 
of winter, so longingly and in vain did they 
listen for its tender whisper of life. So it might 
seem, but the flowrets knew that it was not so ; 
the life within them made them to feel that the 
spring was indeed coming, though long delayed, 
— and on this very day when the flower in the 
bud gave vent to its mournful sigh, there was a 
gentle wakening of the west wind. It was still 
cold, and up aloft the white clouds sailed un- 
changingly out of the east, but down below in 
the wood where the chestnut grew there was a 
little varying and wavering in the wind. 

A soft zephyr from the west playing about 
heard the complaint of the hidden flowret, and 
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tenderly touching the bud ^ it passed, it 
breathed out, " Patience, sweet flowers, patience, 
the spring has not forgotten you f then as it 
turned again and eddied round the tree, each 
hidden germ of beauty was rejoiced as the zephyr 
breathed again, *' Patieiice, sweet waiting ones, 
patience, you are one with the life of all the 
tree ; patience, sweet flowers, for the tree must be 
quickened from the deepest roots to the topmost 
spray, — ^so shall you hold up your sweetness in 
the sunshine, and all the tree shall be arrayed 
in loveliness anew." 

So the flowers waited patiently, and presently 
the east wind ceased to blow, and the frost no 
more returned. Then came the wind out of 
the west, but not at flrst as the buds had fondly 
hoped, not at flrst as a gentle zephyr breathing 
words of hope. For three whole days the west 
wind came tearing in from the sea with loud 
and boisterous roar, with sound as of thunder, 
and in gusts and shocks as though its mission 
were to uproot and tear to pieces the forest 
trees which had waited its advent so long. It 
was a strange mysterious coming in of the blessed 
season of life and beauty, and the grand old chest- 
nut bowed his head and bent his stalwart boughs 
to the storm, while the tender buds seemed 
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in danger of being torn from their hold on the 
branches. It was well for them that they had 
been kept back, so that only the smooth com- 
pact buds were presented to meet the hurricane, 
— ^tender leaves unfolded, or flowers displayed, 
must inevitably have been broken to pieces. 
The little flowers acknowledged this in the depth 
of grateful loving hearts. 

Then at last the storm was over, and was fol- 
lowed by gracious showers of sweet soft rain. 
The earth which had been so hard and dry 
became soft, the river whose waters had flagged 
and run low and feebly, was filled with a plen- 
teous flood. Then the roots of the tree became 
refreshed with the genial moisture, and rising 
up into every bough and twig to the very top- 
most spray, the sap brought new life and joy to 
all the waiting flowers and leaves. Then one 
by one the buds opened, the little leaves came 
forth, and at last in the sunshine of a bright 
May day the old chestnut stood clothed in 
beauty — ^beauty brought forth by the life in the 
whole tree, and so each little flower was filled 
with joy. The chestnut held up its blossoms to 
the blue sky, and the sun, rejoicing in their 
loveliness, drew out from each tiny painted petal 
its mead of sweet perfume, while the birds sang 
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their song of praise, and the river flowed on in 
the sunlight, and ever3rthing in creation was 
glad in the new life. 

Then a little child came by with his mother 
— 3L town-bred child, who lived in a dark, smoky- 
city, who knew nought of the country and 
the blessed peaceful joys which meet the country 
child at every step. The little child's hqart was 
stirred with delight at the loveliness of the 
blossom-covered tree. 

" Oh, mother, mother, the lovely white flowers 
and the great grand tree, I am sure it is as tall 
as S. Giles' steeple in our town; oh, mother, 
mother, how were all the flowers put there so 
regularly like the lights in the great chandelier ' 
in the town hall ?" 

" The flowers, my little one, they grew there 
by the power of God Who made the tree, — ^the 
flowers could not be there except for the life in 
the whole tree. The roots go down deep where 
no man can see them, and the boughs go up in 
the sunshine, and the hidden roots, the waving 
boughs, all do their part in bringing forth the 
beauty of the fair blossoms. It is one life, dear 
child, in all the tree." 

** Oh, mother, then will the flowers not grow 
alone ? may I not take some home ?" 
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" You may take them to gladden you, dear 
child; it is part surely of the use of God's 
beautiful flowers; but the flowers could not be 
made to come anew except as they live in the 
tree. As my little boy knows, he is baptized 
into Jesus Christ, and can only live the holy 
life and do beautiful loving things as he remains 
a little branch in Jesus Christ,— -even so the 
branches of the tree cannot live cut off from the 
tree where they grew." 

And so they passed on, the hard-working 
woman and the little town child, and perchance 
the day in the country was blessed to the little 
one by the sight of the tree with its beautiful 
lesson of life. 



Witt ^gitrtrm %ik. 



*' Jesus said, I am the Resurrection and the Life, he 
that^ believeth in Me, though he were dead, yet shall he 
live."— S. John xi. 25. 

A STREAM ran through the midst of a 
'^ beautiful garden, — a garden in which 
grew every blossoming tree, and every flower 
for delight and perfume. The stream came 
singing along from the mountain where it was 
born ; first oozing from a bed of green moss in 
the mountain side, a very little stream indeed, 
then growing larger, and gathering as it ran 
clear water from other little rills, it went on its 
way and fell in a foaming fall over a steep crag, 
where many times it caught the rays of the sun 
in its shining waters, and gave them back in 
rainbow hues. There was no one to see the 
rainbow in the glittering spray, but the stream 
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went on rejoicing in light and gladness, — first 
through rugged glens with grey stones in its 
course which seemed as though they would 
have stayed its current if they could. The grey 
stones seemed to delight in the silvery stream, 
and stood in its way playing with it, causing it 
to tarry in its course, but the stream would not 
stay, it only eddied round the stones singing 
its sweet murmuring song, and then sped on- 
wards through bowery woods where leafy boughs 
dipped themselves in its waters, and anon out 
across the open moor, where heatherbells and 
mountain daisies smiled at their own faces re- 
flected in the smooth deep places where the 
current ran so strong that the stream flowed 
almost silently, — on through grassy meads and 
cultured fields of waving com, till at last it 
came to the garden. 

And now the stream whose course had been 
for so long through silent solitary wilds, where 
it could only join its song to other sweet 
sounds of nature, to the sighing of the breeze, 
and the warbling of the birds, found itself 
in the midst of cheerful busy life, and its 
music sounded, its sparkling waters played 
for the delight and pleasure of a merry com- 
pany of many children, and for the graver 
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quiet enjoyment of aged, perhaps, sadder 
hearts. 

The course of the stream now lay between 
grassy slopes spangled with beds of gayest 
flowers, then onwards down through a deep 
quiet dell where tall lily flowers and deep blue 
iris were grouped in flair array, where pale forget- 
me-not blossoms trembled with the motion of 
the rippling waters as they gemmed the margin 
of the stream, and peeped at the trout which 
lay in its golden shallows. 

Many a day, in summer time and winter, had 
the stream held its course through the garden, 
bringing refreshment and joy with the sparkle 
of its living waters. 

Now one autumn evening when the sky was 
amber dear with the coming frost, the stream 
was rippling on, and children with merry voices 
were busy planting lily roots in mossy nooks on 
its bank. 

" Let us put this group of scarlet ones here," 
said one, " and leave those dear pure white ones 
to come up near those dark firs." 

"O yes," said another, "and the deep blue 
iris, which mamma likes, near the white, — ^and 
then some of the golden amaryllis beyond." 

So the clear young voices rang out in the 
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evening air, and the stream loved to hear them, 
and the old gardener obeyed the behests of the 
children, as dear to him as his flowers, — and 
the stream sang on its way, rejoicing to see the 
garden each year more and more beautiful 

Now there came skimming over the water a 
little swallow, — a young one, trying its wings for 
the flight it so soon must take across the wide 
sea to the warm sunny land of the south. 
The swallow heard the children, and it saw 
them, as they placed one by one the dingy 
brown roots in the earth ; and when one said 
to another, " Let us put the gold, and the blue, 
and the scarlet, and the white in the order 
chosen," the young swallow's mind was very 
much confused. 

"What can they mean?" it twittered to the 
clear stream, as it dipped its wing in the water, 
"all brown and dead, — ^what have these ugly 
things to do with fadi living colours?'' and 
away went the swallow skimming across the 
lawn without waiting for an answer. 

But when its flight brought it back again, 
there the children were, still busy, and the 
stream's sweet song spoke an answer. 

" O little swallow, it is true, it is true, — ^brown, 
and ugly, and dead ! but the life is hidden in 
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the roots, and the gorgeous colours, and the 
snowy white will spring from the earth's quiet 
bosom, — it is true, it is true." 

The swallow marvelled, and did not quite 
believe it. 

" You shall see, you shall see," sang the pure 
stream ; " more surely than that you will come 
back in the summer time, the life in these dead 
roots will spring up in newness and beauty. 
You shall see, you shall see." 

And so the brown roots were laid in the dark 
earth, and the gardener covered them over, and 
made all smooth with his spade, so that no one 
could have known that there was any treasure 
of life hidden there. But the gardener marked 
the place, and began patiently to wait through 
the long winter, and the children began to 
hope, and to count the months which must 
pass ere their beautiHil flowers should spring 
up ; and the swallow flew away, and forgot all 
about the dead roots, and the stream's strange 
promise. And the stream flowed on, filling 
the air with its sweet song, making melody in 
all the dark days while death and winter took 
possession of the earth. 

The stream did not forget the hope of spring, 
and ever its murmur seemed to say, " It is true. 
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it is true, the dead things shall live, the blossoms 
shall appear, the earth shall bring forth beauty 
and praise, it is true, it is true." 

So it sang audibly for many days, but at last 
there came a hard and iron frost, and the shin- 
ing waters of the stream were bound in ice. 
Then the snow fell deep and thick, so that not 
only was the song of the stream silenced, but 
between the garden banks it was covered by a 
wreath of snow so deep that no one could have 
guessed that beneath that frozen mass was im- 
prisoned a living, flowing stream. 

Surely had the swallow seen it he would have 
said this cruel frost was death, and the living 
stream itself must give up its hope of spring 
and summer. 

Nay, the stream is not dead; deep down 
below the ice the waters are flowing. All nature 
is asleep, and the stream is bound and must 
sleep too, but its heart is awake, and with sweet 
low murmur, unheard by those who were wont 
to delight in its music, it carries on its gentle 
lay, waiting till the snow and the ice shall yield, 
till the sun shall pierce the depth and the waters 
shall once more be free. " It is true, it is true," 
murmurs the hidden life, " the dead thing shall 
live, it is true, it is true." 
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And so it was. After many days, when the 
patience of all who watched for the sweet spring 
tide was well tried ; at last the wind, which had 
blown from the north-east, was gently turned by 
the Power unseen, and came from the south. 
Then it fulfilled all the word which had caused 
it to blow, it breathed upon the heavy masses 
of the snow till they disappeared, it broke all 
the chains and fetters of the ice, and the warm 
healing sunshine streamed upon the waters so 
long bound in death, and once more the stream 
flowed on its way living, and pouring out a song 
of praise. Then instead of coldness and death 
life sprang up all around. First the sweet snow- 
drops, coming with gentle boldness on the very 
edge of the fast melting snow, then the crocuses 
with cups of gold, and purple, and white, and 
the stream thought of the swallow, and longed 
that he should see the beauty of the new life 
breaking out from the gloom. But the swallow 
did not come for many weeks yet, and when he 
did come, he seemed to have forgotten, in the 
joy and gladness of the summer, that it was 
through death and darkness that all the glory of 
the garden had been made perfect. 

He did not know about the winter, but at 
last one day at midsummer, when he was very 
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busy catching flies for his little ones, which had 
been hatched in a nest under the eaves, he 
came skimming on the surface of the stream, 
and oh the bank he beheld a sight so £air, that 
he flitted up and down several times disregard- 
ing the most tempting of flies and moths. Row 
upon row, group upon group of gorgeous lily 
flowers, all in order and colour as the children 
had arranged; the swallow could not but re- 
member the promise which the stream had 
spoken, and once more dipping his wings in 
the cool waters, he spoke his wonder and ad- 
miration. 

" Even so, little swallow, it is true, it is true, 
the life was hidden, but the King whom we 
praise does order the life, and the desolate 
places do blossom as the rose." 

And so the swallow believed the song of the 
stream, and he went home to his nest in the 
eaves to tell to his mate the wondrous tale, how 
out of the dead and ugly roots had sprung up 
life and beauty, and to call her to fly forth with 
him to behold how the garden was all laid with 
fair and beauteous colours in the very place 
where he had seen the dark dead things hidden. 
And they went out and joined in the song of 
life and praise which in the golden sunshine 
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was arising up from every living thing, while the 
cadence of the living waters flowed on, " It is 
true, it is true, and He who made us has done 
all things well" 
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TALES FOR CHORISTERS. 

In the Choir and Out of the Choir. ISmo., 

cloth, is. 
" It is one of the best, if not ab^^olutely the best story for a Choristers' or a 
National School Library we have seen. We strongly urge all our friends to 
buy it." — Literary Churchman. 

Stories for Choristers. 18mo. 28. 

The Island Choir ; or, the Children of the Child 

Jxsus. Third edition. 4d. 

The Two Surplices. By Ada Cambridge. 4d. 
!♦ — ♦*♦ 
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Tbebursaye School; or, the Power of Example. 6d. 
The Chorister's Fall. By the Author of ** Tre- 

btursaye School.*' 4d. 

The Choristers of S. Mary's. A Legend, a.d. 

1143. 4d. 

Little Walter, the Lame Chorister. 4d. 
The Singers. By the Rev. F. £. Paget. 4d. 

By the Author of *^ The Chorister Brothers." 
AULD Fernies' Son. Crown 8vo., cloth, 68. 

''The reader's interest is fully sustained from cover to cover, and if the story 
is not so exciting^ as a novel is expected to be, it is only because real life is 
more prosaic than wild imagination fancies it. It is a church story free from 
church cant." — Church Timts. 

The Chorister Brothers. Fourth edition. Fcap. 

8TO., 38. 

" This is a thoroughly good book, and deserves a largely extended circle of 
readers. We ^ve it our very high conmiendation." — Church Times. 

" The story is told with liveliness and simpUcitv, and we follow it with interest 
to the end. The manner is moch more than tne matter in this sort of bodes, 
and in this instance the manner is very good." — Guardian. 

The Incumbent of Axhill. A Sequel to " The 

Chorister Brothers.** Fcap. 8yo. 38. 6d. 

" The tale is sensibly written, and free from follies or extravagances." — 
Guarduin. 

" Though a sequel to ' The Chorister Brothers.' it is complete and intelligi< 
ble as it stands. It is a clever and interesting story, and is likely to be a 
favourite." — Church Times. 

The Children of the Chapel. A Tale of the 

Times of Queen Elizabeth. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Ss. 

" A charmingly told tale. The author has the rare art of not only enlisting 
but retaining the sympathy of his readers."— /'k^/ic Opinion. 

" The Children of tne Chapel is an old favourite. We hope the present 
generation of readers will appreciate it as highly as it deserves, and as earlier 
readers undoubtedly did." — Literary Churckntan. 

Mark Dennis ; or, the Engine-Driver. A Tale of 

the Railway. Second edition, ismo.i 28. 

A Martyr Bishop, and other Verses. Fcap. 

8TO., cloth, 38. 

" Contains some of the best sacred poetry we have read for some time. The 
poems are happy in conception, felicitously expressed, and admirable in tone." 
—Church Beits. 

" One of the best volumes of sacred poetry which have issued from the press 
for some time. It is particularly worthy of notice that the high level is main- 
tained throughout. "—5^7Am Butl. 
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By Mrs. MITCHELL. 

The Little Blue Ladt, and other Tales. Illus- 
trated by C. O. Murray. Small 8vo., cloth, 48. 6d. 

"These stories are all interesting in their various ways, and are toldweU." 
-Saturday Reuirw. 

" All the stories are well written. There will be no hesitation on the part of 
any one who reads the book in admitting that it is highly interesting, and is 
possessed of much dramatic force." — Scotsman, 

" A charming collection. The volume is full of good things."— ^dTrnm^ 
Post. 



The Beautiful Face. A Tale for Young and Old. 

With Ulnstrations. Small 8vo., cloth, 48. 6d. 

" Mrs. Mitchell has shown great dexterity in a very difficult woric in her stoiy 
of 'The Beautiful Face.' This is not precisely what would be called *a Sun- 
daybook,'yetthereisinitastronginfusionof rellgiousteaching. This infusion, 
however, is never too perceptible : it flavours, out it does not dominate Mrs. 
Mitchdl's story. It is a good bit of work of its particular class."— rA« Times. 

Hatherleioh Cross. 18mo., cloth. Is. 



Abbey Lands. A Tale. By W. S. Eockstro. 

Fcap. 8vo. 58. 

" We must here take leave of the author, greatly commending the high tone 
of principle and the devoted fervour with which his work is filled throughout. 
.... The book is interesting, gracefully written, and rich in true andnoble 
thoughts."— ifoc/tftAr/ic. 

The Apple Blossom $ or, a Mother's Legacy. By 

Onyx Titian* Fcap.Svo. 38. 6d. 

Alice Beresford ; a Tale of Home Life. By the 

Author of ** Tales of Kirkbeck/* &c. Third edition. Fci4>. 
Svo.y cloth, Ss. 6d. 

" Here we recognise the author of the excellent 'Tales of Kirkbeck' in the 
devotional feeling evident in evenrpage. and in the deep realization of that 
spiritual life in the world and out oiii."— 'Ecclesiastic. 

Archie's Ambition. A Tale. 18mo., cloth, Is. 

"A most exquisite story; and though of extreme pathos yet without un* 
reality or affectation. It has the warmest recommendation we can possibly 
f^yre.'"— Literary Churchman. 

AviCE; or, a Page from the History of Imperial 
Rome. By E. F. Pollard. Fcap. Syo. 38. 6d. 

" A charmii^ little story of early Christian faith and struggles under Caligula 
and Nero. The author has taken much pains with the work, and the result 
is the production of a most interesting book. In it will be found a deUdous 
freshness that would make the reputation of a bigger book."— AiMic OpinioH, 
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Adventures of Olaf Trygqveson, King of 

Norway. A Tale of the Tenth Century, showing^ how Chris- 
tianity was introdnced into Norway. By Mrs. J. J. Reed. 
Fcap. Svo. 2s. 6d. 



" The authoress has happily combined amusement and instruction. It is no 
light praise that Mrs. Reed has eiven us the information so pleasantly that 
very few will close her book throuj^ weartsomeness."— 5^(E)Am Bull. 



Ben's Angel. By the Author of "Neddie's Care," 

&c. 10mo. 6d. 

The Birthday. A Tale. By the Author of 

"Gideon/* **Josiah,**&c. Fifth edition. Fcap. Svo. 3s. 6d. 

This valuable present book, by a late Noble Lady, contains the account of 
the dadly life of three or four younsr people, their faihngs and virtues. 

The Bishop's Little Daughter. A Tale for 

the Young:. Fifth edition, ismo. Ss. 
Beatrice ; a Tale of the Early Christians. By A. 

Bonus. iSmo. is. 6d. 

Baptismal Vows; or, the Feast of S. Barnabas. 

iSmo. is. 

Book of Church History, founded on the Hey. 

W. Palmer's ** Ecclesiastical History." 6th edit. ISmo. is. 

Bethany, a Pilgrimage ,* and Magdala, a Day by 

the Sea of Galilee. By the Rev. S. C. Malan, Vicar of Broad- 
windsor, Dorset. Second edition. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d. 

"A graphic account of what Mr. Malan saw and felt. It will be of service 
to a large class of readers."-rC/»'f ca/ youmal. 

The Children of Rose Lynn. By Selina Hancock. 

ISmo. 2s. 

" This is a capital collection of stories for readii^ in the nursery and school- 
room. Intere^ing and instructive at the same time, they cannot be too 
strongly recommended."— yoAw Bull. 

Chapters on Animals; or, Annie Grant's Play- 
mates. S2mo., cloth, is. 

Chapters ON Plants ; or, Marion's Herbal. 32mo. 

cloth, Is. 

Chapters on the Te Deum. By the author of 

** Earth*s Many Voices." l6mo., cloth, as. 

A 3 
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Christmas Present for Children. From the 

German, issao. is. 

Gives a lively account of how Christmas-tide was spent by rich and poor, in 
the village of Weld ; and the lesson is taught that nches, if spent entirely on 
ourselves, will surely bring disappointment and vexation. 

Chronicles of S. Mary's; or, Tales of a Sister- 
hood. By S. D. N. Second edition. Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s. 

"The book before us is not merely new, but it could not have been even 
invented cis a fancy sketch by the most imaginative writer a very few years 
ago. And that because it deals with the now familiar work of Sisterhoods, 
and gives some glimpses into the inner ways of an English Convent. We have 
to thank the author tor some pleasant hours of reading, and most of those who 
follow our example will gain besides much information which we had gathered 
before in a more direct manner." — Church Times. 

Cressinoham; or, the Missionary. By Charlotte 
PriscUla Adams. Fcap. Svo. is. 

Conversations with Cousin Rachel. 4 Parts, 

in 1 vol. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Cottage Homes ; or, Tales on the Ten Command- 
ments. By H. Yorke. With engravings. l8mo., cloth, 2s. 

Charity at Home. By the Author of " Working 

and Waiting." l8mo. 2s. 

" A pleasant and very profitable tale, showing how one member of a family, 
and that a girl, may warcl off poverty and suffering from the rest by perseverii^ 
exertions and unsdfish principles."— GiMrtftaw. 

A Chronicle of Day by Day. By Miss E. S. B. 

Sydney. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 

The Church Catechism. With the Confirmation 

Service. Beautifiilly illostrated by John Gilbert. Cheap 
edition, 6d. -, on tinted paper in cloth gilt edges, is. 

The Churchman's Companion. A Monthly Maga- 
zine. 6d. 
First Series in 40 vols, cloth, published at 3s. 6d. each, reduced 
to 28. each. Some of these volumes being out of print com- 
plete sets cannot now be supplied. 
Second Series, 6 vols, cloth, reduced to 2s. 6d. each. 
Third Series, enlarged, 2S vols., 8vo., cloth, 4s. each. 
Fourth Series, commenced January, 1881. 

The Coasts of Tyre and Sidon, a Narrative. By 

tlie Rev. S. C. Malan. Fcap. 8vo. is. 

"No one can foUow Mr. Malan in his reverent and truthful description of 
these holy places, without feeling that the scenes have a life and reality im- 
Iiarted to them that in our nunds they did not possess before."— CAmiyAmmm'x 
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Classical Tales and Legends. By the late Rev. 

W. B. Flower. l8mo. Ss. ; cheap edition, is. 

These Tales are free translations from parts of Ovid and other authois, and 
adapted to the minds of children. 

Conversations on the History of England, for 

the use of Children. By C. A. B. Edited by the Rev. J. 
Baines. l8mo., 28. 6d. 

The Child's New Lesson Book, or Stories for Little 

Readers. l6ino. is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Deepdene Minster; or, Shadows and Sunshine. 

By Cecilia Mac Greg^or. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. 

A Drop in the Ocean ; or, short Legends and Fairy 

Tales. By Ag^es and Bessie, is. 

Easy Readings from the History of Enolai^d. 

For the use of Little Children. By Mary E. C. Moore. Edited 
hy the Rev. M. W. Mayow, M.A. Second edition. l8mo. 28. 

Ellen Merton ; or, the Pic-nic. By Mrs. Stone, 

author of "God's Acre," "The Art of Needlework,** &c. 
l8mo. is. 6d. 

Esther Merle, and other Tales. By Mrs. Francis 

Vfdal, author of " Tales for the Bush," &c. 1 8mo. is. 6d. 

CONTENTS:— John Salter; or, the Inconsiderate Marriage.— Three Neigh- 
bours ; or, the £nvying of otherst &c. 

Evening Meetings ; or, the Pastor among the Boys 

ofhisFloclc. By C. M.S. Fcap. 8vo. Ss. 

Fanny's Flowers ; or, Fun for the Nursery. With 

several engravinps. is. j cloth gilt, is. 6d. 

The Fall of Croesus: a Story from Herodotus. 

By the late Rev. W. Adams, author of "The Shadow of the 
Cross," "The Old Man's Home,'* &c. New edition. Fcap. 
8vo. 28. 6d. 

" One of the most strikingly told stories culled from the annals of antiquity." 
— Christian Remembrancer. 

First Truths for the Little Ones. By Ellen 

Lipscomb. l8mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

Frederick Gordon, or the Storming of the Redan. 

By a Soldier's Daughter. Royal ismo. is. 

A Tale of courage and perseverance of a young officer in the Crimean War, 
with an account of the founding of the Military Hospital at Netley near 
Southampton. 
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FoNTNELL S. Chad. A Reminiscence. Grown 8yo., 

cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Flowers and Fruit. For Little Children. 32mo. 

cloth, 18. 

Gentle Influence; or. The Cousin's Visit. By 

Miss F. M. Levett. Second edition, ismo. is. 

The Gunt-Slayers. By the Author of "Clevedon 

Chimes,** &c. l8mo., cloth, 28. 

Going- Home. A Story. By F. G. W. Second 

edition. l8mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

Grace Alford ; or the Way of Unselfishness. By 

C. M. Smith. l8mo. is. 6d. 

Harry's Help. By Mrs. S. C. Rochat. Square 

'l6mo. Is. 

Henrietta's Wish. A Tale. By the Author of 

*' The Heir of Redclyffe.'* Fifth edition. Fcap. Sro. fts. 

" We have seldom seen a book for the young less exaggerated, or more true 
to nature. The gulf between good and bad is generalfy so wide that no child 
can ever aspire to being so saintlike as the one, or dread being so criminal as 
the. other. ' Henrietta's Wish' is clear of these cxXxtmcsJ^—Mominsr Chronicle, 

** The characters, dialogue, the tenderness and beauty of many of the scenes 
are remarkable ; the reality and vigour of the conversations are delightful."— 
Christian Remembrancer. 

Higher Claims; or, Catherine Lewis the Sunday 

School Teacher. Edited by the Rev. R. Seymour. iSmo. 
18.; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Sets forth the great advantage that would accrue to the Church if the young 
persons of the middle classes were aroused to consider the full extent of her 
claims upon them, as well as on their superiors in wealth or station. 

Hilary S. Magna; or, The Nearest Duty First. A 

Tale. Fcap. Svo. 48. 

Holiday Hours. By the Author of "The Little 

Comforters.*' S2mo., cloth. Is. 

Holidays at S. Mary's ; or, Tales in a Sisterhood. 

By the Author of *' Chronicles of S. Maiy's.*' Second 
edition. l6ino. cloth, 28. 6d. 

" The stories are all good and worthy of their author. The last is so clever, 
so original and bears a moral so valuable and yet so seldom enforced that we 
are spedallv anxious itshould not escape observation."— ZtiW-ary Churchman. 

" A ddigntful volume. The last story is almost worthy of 'fltc\i.''— Union 
Review. 

" There is pith in ' Holidays at S. Mary's.' The stories are both admirable 
and tSecxX\c?'— Guardian. 
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The Holy Church throughout all the World. 

By the Rev. S. Fox. iSmo. 28. ; cheap edition, is. 

Being^ an account of the Church from the time of the Apostles to the present 
day, simply told for the use of youngf people. 

The Home at Heatherbrae. By the Author of 

*' Everley.** Fcap. 8vo. 38. 6d. 

Home for Christmas. 18mo., cloth, Is. 6d. 

" a Tale of American Life full of pleasant writing and £^ood teaching. The 
story carries you on with unflagging interest."— fn^/u-A Churcktnan. 

Home Trials ; a Tale for the Middle Classes. By 

Mrs. Vidal. l8mo. 28. 

" By no means unworthy of Mrs. Vidal's pen, .... Mrs. Vidal writes when 
she has something to say, and therefore for the most part sa)rs it vdL'*— Guar- 
dian. 

Hubert Neville. A Tale. By the Author of 

some of the "Church Stories;*' *' Stories on the Festivals," 
&c. Fcap. 8vo. is. 

Ion Lester. A Tale of True Friendship. ByC.H.H. 

Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

A Tale of one who, bom to riches and with every inducement to make this 
world his chief concern, yet devotes himself nobly to the good of his friends 
and people, and passes unhurt through all the flattery and luxury consequent 
on his position. 

Ivo AND Verena j or, the Snowdrop. By the Au- 
thor of ** Cousin Rachel." Eigrhth edition. l8mo., cloth, 2s. 

A Tale of the conversion, life, and influence of an early convert to the Chris- 
tian Faith, in the countries of the North. 

IvON. By the Author of ** Aunt Agnes,'* and *' Is he 
Clever ?" Fcap. 8vo. Ss. 6d. 

Lessons for Little Children from the His- 
tory OF THE Church. By C. A. R. is. 

"We have great pleasure in commending two little sets of 'Lessons for 
Little Children,' by C. A. R. They are both written with much judgment."— 
Church Tinus, 

A Life's Search. By E. S. B. Sydney. Fcap. 8vo., 

cloth, 28. 6d. 

" It often happens to us to be asked to name some good popular book set- 
ting forth the dangers of tampering with religious doubt. It very seldom hap- 
pens that we can hit upon the exact thing that is wanted, and we are therefore 
the more rejoiced at meeting with a really powerfully written book like ' A 
Life'3 Search.*"— Zi^tirrary Churchman. 

Little Alice and her Sister. Edited by the 

Rev. W. Gresley. l6mo. 28. 
The account of a little Girl who learned to deny herself, and think of others 
before herself. 
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The Little Comforters, and other Tales. d2mo., 

cloth, IS. 

Little Mabel. A True Story. By the Author of 

"The Birthday Wreath.*' l8mo., 6d.; cloth, gd. 

Loving Service ; or, a Sister's Influence. By Eliza 

A. Bayliss. Fcap. 8yo. 2s. 6d. 

Local Legends. By the Author of " Cecil Dean," 

8cc. l6mo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

CONTENTS:— The Legend of the Founder's Dreams.— A L^end of S. Os- 
mund's Priory,— The Barons' Tryst. A Legend of the " Roses."— The Last 
Cantilupe. A Legend of Queenhope Manor. — Furzy Fallow : or, the Legend 
of Old Court.— Irene. A Legend of Sunshine. — Miss Mildred s Picnic ; or, the 
Legend of the Lake. 

The Loyal Heart, and other Tales for Boys. 

Translated from the German. By Frances M. Wilbraham. 

With Engravingrs. Second edition. l8mo. 28. 6d. cloth} in a 

packet, 2s. 
The Loyal Heart— The Golden Locket— The Blind Boy ; or, Trust in Provi- 
dence—The Young Robinson Crusoe— "Thou shalt not Steal"— A Tale of 
S. Domingo. 

Lucy and Christian Wainwright, and other 

Tales. By the Author of "Aggesden Vicarag^e," **Thc 
Wynnes,** &c. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 3s. fid. 

The Maiden Aunt's Tales. By S. M., author of 

" The Use of Sunshine,*' *• Nina,»» &c. Fcap. 8vo. 38. (Jd. 

"The moral of the whole is the happy influence of such a frame of mind, 
sanctified by religion, on the less perfect characters with which it is brought 
into contact."— y^A« Bui/. 

Mary and Mildred. A Tale for Girls. Edited by 

the Rev. Stair Douglas. Second edition, l8mo., cloth, 2s. 

Showing in the life and friendship of two girls the error of acting on impulse 
without the aid of strict Christian principle. 

The Meeting in the Wilderness. An Imagi- 
nation, wherein Divine Love is set forth. By the Author of 
** The Divine Master.'* l s. 

Memoirs of an Arm-Chair. Written by himself. 

Edited by the Author of " Margaret Stourton," "The Missing 
Sovereign," See. Square l6mo. is. 

Mercy Downer ; or, Church and Chapel. 12mo., 

wrapper, 6d. ; cloth, is. 

" We can recommend this as the very best story book for a parish or ser- 
vant's hall library that we have met with."— Literary ChurchmanT 
" A grotesquely real sketch of Dissent and its frequent causes."— Afm/A^ 
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Minnie's Birthday, and other Stories for Children. 

By Marietta. With four Illustrations by Cuthbert Bede. 
Fcap. 8vo. 28. 

Midsummer Holidays at Princes Green. By 

Mrs. Ecdes, author of *' The Riches of Poyer^.** ismo. is. 
A Tale on the duties of youngr children to their aged relatives. 

My Birthday Eve. A Waking Dream. With or- 
namental borders, is. 6d. 

My Little Patient. A Tale of Hospital Life. 

Second Edition. l8mo., 6d.; doth, is. 

Neddie's Care; or, "Suffer the Little Children." 

With eight Illustrations. l6mo., cloth, is. 

The Noble Army of Martyrs. By the Rev. S. 

Fox. 18mo., cloth, 2s. ; paper cover, is. 

Containing short IJves of S. Stepnen ; S. Tames ; S. Barnabas ; S. Timothy ; 
S. Polycarp ; S. Ignatius ; S. Clement ; S. Irenxus ; S. Dionystus ; S. Justin 
Martyr. Suited for a class-reading book. 

" Just the book for circulation among children or a Parochial Lending Li- 
brary : what we want in the Upper Classes of our National Schoo]s."'-JSng^luk 
Renew. 

Northwode Priory. A Tale, in Two Vols. By the 

Author of ** Everley." Fcap. 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

A Noble Aim. By Annie Thomas (Mrs. Pender 

Cudlip.) Published for the Benefit of the Devon House of 
Mercy. Fcap. 8vo., is. 
"Extremely well told, by a writer at once graceful and refined."— £/htV?M 
Review. 

Old Betty; a Sketch from Real Life. 18mo., 

cloth, is. 

The Old Court House. A Tale. 18mo. Is. 
One Story by Two Authors ; or, a Tale without 

a Moral. By J. I., author of ** A Rhyming Chronicle /' and 
F. M. L., author of " Gentle Influence," &c. Fcap. 8vo. 
3s. 6d. 
" Has the great merit of being original in the ideas it contains and the man- 
ner in which it is treated."— C/«rK-a/ journal. 

Oswald ; a Tale of the Early Church. An Account 
of the Founding of Latin Christianity in our Island by S. 
Augustine, a.d. 8g6. By the Rev. C. W. H. Kenrick, B.A., 
Brasenose College, Oxford, and Curate of S. John Evangelist, 
Newbury. iSmo. is. 6d. 

Parish Tales. Reprinted from the " Tales of a 

London Parish.'* In a packet. Is. 6d. 
Contents :— Denis the Beggar Boy; The Old Street Sweeper; Honor 
O'Keefe ; There's a Skeleton in every House ; Christian Flower's Story ; My 
Catechumens ; The Hill-side Cottage. 
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Peabls Re-stbuno. Stories from the Apocrypha. 

By Mrs. H. S. Mackamess, author of '* A Trap to cktch a Son* 
beam," &c. l6mo., cloth, 28. 6d. 

The PB180NER8 OF Craiomacaibe. a Story of the 

"♦46." Edited by the Aathor of •'The Divine Master." 
18mo. 18. 

" A tale of the rugged northern shores, and record of the patient suffering 
and heroic faith that was once displayed in the lives of men obscure and un- 
known on earth, but whose names were doubtless written in heaven."— Pr</!K». 

The Queen's Isle. Chapters on the Isle of Wight, 

wherein Scripture truths are blended with Island beauties. 
By Rosa Raine. Fcap. 8vo. .38. 6d. 

Rainy Mornings with Aunt Mabel. ]8mo., 

cloth, 28. 6d. 

An endeavour to inculcate in familiar and easy conversations a knowledg^e 
of the early Christian Church, its struggles and driumphs, including the Cata* 
combs, and early missions. 

Rosa's Summer Wanderings. By Rosa Raine. 

Fcap. 8vo. 58. 

Robert and Ellen. 18mo., cloth, Is. 

" a tale told with more than average power. It is much beyond the common 
range of stories for parish libraries. '^uMon/iaM. 

The Root of the Matter ; or the Village Class. 

is.; cloth, IS. 6d. 

Ruth Levison; or Working and Waiting. Is.; 

cloth, is. 6d. 

Savonarola, Scenes in the Life of. By C. M. P. 

l8mo., cloth, 28. 6d. 

Scenes of Suburban Life. By Anna B. F. Leigh 

Spencer, author of "The Co-Heiress of Willing^ham," &c. 
Fcap. 8vo. 28. 6d. 

" An entertaining and forcible sketch of mission work in a neglected London 
district. The tale itself is full of interest, displaying the writers happy power 
of description and delineation of character."— £/nt<9/( Review. 

Sermon Stories for Children's Services and 

HoMK Rbadinos. By the Rev. H. Housman. author of 
" Readingrs on the Psahns.'* Second Edition, with two new 
Tales. i6mo., cloth, 2s. 

" Having read the Easter Day Sermon story to a large congregation of 
children, we can speak from experience of the interest excited by this touching 
allegory, which appears to be the gem of the hook."— Church Bells. 

"Win be found very helpful in chUdren's services, readings at school, and 
even in some of those Cottage Lectures which require to have some life and 
uterest in them. — 77t« Guaratan. 
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Shadows AND Realities. By Mrs. Chatto. Grown 

8vo., cloth, 4s. 6d. 

Sisters of Charity, and some Visits with them. 

Being Letters to a Friend in England. Two Engravings, is. 

Snow-bound in Cleeberrie Grange. A Christ- 
mas story. By G. E. Roberts. Dedicated to John Raskin, 
Esq. 2s. 6d. 

" An attractive volume for the young, and not devoid of instruction either." 
— Christian Remembrancer. 

Somerford Priory. By Cecilia Mac Gregor. Crown 

Svo. 2s. 

Story of a Dream ; a Mother's Version of the olden 

Tale of *' Little Red Riding Hood,'* wherein that tale is made 
to bear a Christian lesson.. 18mo. is. 

Stories for Choristers. 18mo., cloth, 2s. 

" One of the most suitable books we know for a prize or present to a choir 
boy. One and all are thoroughly good and elevating ; and boyS will be sure 
to like them." — Literary Churchman. 

Stories of Genesis for the Little Ones. By 

Mary Gaunter, ismo., is. 6d. 

Stories for Boys. Four Series. 18mo., cloth, 

2s. each. 

Stories for Girls. Four Series. 18mo., cloth, 

2s. each. 

Stories on the Commandments. The First Table: 

••My Duty towards God." By the Rev. H. Hill. ISmo., 
cloth, la. 

Stories on the Commandments. The Second Table: 

••My Duty towards My Neighbour." By W. S. Rockstro. 
18mo., cloth, Is. 6d. 

The Two Parts in 1 vol. cloth, 2s. 

Stories and Lessons on the Festivals, Fasts, 

AND Saints' Days. .12 books in a packet, 2s. In 3 vols., 
cloth, 3s. 

Stories op Christian Joy and Sorrow, or Home 

Tales. By the Rev. H. D. Pearson. l2mo., cloth, 2s. 

Stories on the Beatitudes. By the Rev. G. F. 

Pearson. l8mo., cloth, is. 

Stories for Young Servants. By Anna Butler. 

2nd edit., with an additional Story. With engravings. 2s. 6d. 
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SUMMEKLEIGH Manor ; or. Brothers and Sisters. 
A Tale. Fcap. 8vo. 28. 6d. 

Sunday Walks and Talks ; or. Conversations on 

the Church Services. By the Author of *'The Root of the 
Matter; or, the Village Class." l8mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

Sylvester Enderby, the Poet. By Louis Sand, 

author of * * The Voices of Christmas." Fcap. 8vo. is. 

" The story is full of interest itself, well and pleasantly told, but its value 
lies in the lessons it so forcibly teaches, — ^lessons of warning on the one hand 
against the cares and riches of this world, and aeainst that philosophical scep- 
ticism which so invariably creates an evil heart of unbelief."— CAwrrA Review, 

Scholar's Nosegay. A series of Tales and Con- 
versations on Flowers. 32mo., cloth, is. 

Scripture Reading Lessons for Little Chil- 

DRKN. By a Lady. With a Preface by the late Bi^op 
Wilberforce. l6mo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Tabby's White Hyacinth ; or, Easter Offerings. 

By the Author of " Neddie's Care," &c. i6mo., cloth, 28. 

Tales of the Empire; or, Scenes from the His- 
tory of the House of Hapsburg. By the Rev. J. Baineft, 
author of the " Life of Archbishop Laud," &c. iSmo. ls.6d. ; 
paper, is. 

" Mr. Baines has selected several of the best known and most interesting 
events, and made them the groundwork for a set of short stories. The idea is 
a happy one, and has been well carried out. Mary and Maximilian, Charles V., 
Wallenstein, Maria Theresa, and Radetzky, can hardly fail to nudce a story- 
book attractive."— CwarrfwM. 

Tales for the Bush. By Mrs. F. Vidal. Fifth 

edition. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Tales of a London Parish, &c. By the Author 

of " Tales of Kirkbeck." Second edition, iSmo., 28. 6d. 

" Reveals by the help of a skilful and powerful hand, directed by deep reli- 
gious earnestness, much of the sin, sorrow, the mental, moral, and spiritual 
darkness which London hides from the world's gaze. A book to be read and 
thought about." — West of England Conservative. 

Tales of Crowbridge Workhouse. By M. A. B. 

With a Preface by Louisa Twining. l3mo., cloth, 28. 

" Great freshness and individuality distinguish these sketches. For those 
who like to study character there are many genuine ' bits' true to nature, and 
wrought up as minutely as a Dutch cabinet picture. Ladies and gentlemen 
who do not wish always to read of life as a romance, and who are earnest 
enough in thought and in aim to wish to know the hardrealitiesof life, may 
perhaps find in this book means of usefulness for which they will be thanicful.^' 
—Court yournat. 
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Tales of My Duty towards My Neighbour. 

SSmo.y is. 

" Fourteen crood stories for little children which cannot fail to be appreciated 
by those for whom they are intended."— {/»ia» Review. 

Tales for Me to Read to Myself. With Twelve 

Engravings drawn by Macquoid. srd Edition. l6mo. 2s. 6d. 

" These stories are intended to be put into the hands of little childrea, who. 
though only abte to master very easy words, may yet be wishing to read to 
thefnselves. They were written to supply the want which is sometimes felt, of 
a book sufficiently easy for this purpose, and yet more entertaining than the 
short sentences in speUing books." — Preface. 

" Is an excellent book, which will be found very acceptable to those for whose 
benefit it was published. It is simple, and attractive at the same time."— 
Union Review. 

"A delightful little children's story-book."— CA«rcA Review. 

Tales of the Ancient British Church. New 

and cheaper edition, with an additional Tale. By the late 
Ven. Archdeacon Evans, author of "The Rectory of Vale- 
head.*' &c. l8mo. 2s.6d. 

"We heartily welcome this new edition of these Tales, at less than half their 
original "price— Churchman's Companion. 

Thinking for Oneself ; or, an Adventure of the 

Carewes. Reprinted from " The Monthly Packet.** ismo., 
28. cloth. 

The Tower Builders, and The Two Merchants. 

6d. 

Trust. By the Author of « Beginnings of Evil." 
i8mo. 2s. 

The Two Guardians ; or, Home in this World. By 

the Author of " The Heir of RedclyiTe.** Fifth edition. 
Crown 8vo. fis. 

" Nothing can be finer than the heroine ; an upright, truthful character, 
wanting in tact, and not at first free from grave faults, yet full of deep feeling 
and true religion ; strongly consistent, winning her way and inspiring hearty 
affection by her goodness, real kindness, and entire honesty." — Christian Re- 
membrancer. 

The Voices of Harvest. By the Right Rev. 

R. Milman, D.D., late Bishop of Calcutta. Fcap. 8vo., 8d. 

"An eloquent and religion-breathing little book, in which the marvellous 
operations of the harvest are pointed out in beautiful language, and occasion 
thence taken to remind the reader of the necessity of cultivatmg the soul and 
heart, that we may reap the harvest of eternal happiness."— Afc^ntrn^ Post. 

Voices of Christmas. A Tale. By Louis Sand. 

With an illustration by Dalziel. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 

" We have seldom seen a Christmas book which appeared to us more tho- 
roughly successful. A hearty, English tale, full of piquancy and interest, with 
considerable humour, in which an under-current of earnest feeling teaches one 
of the deepest truths of our xeMg^oa."— Ecclesiastic. 
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A Village Story for Village Maidens. In Three 

Parts. Susan, Esther, and Dorothy; or, the Three Starts in 
Life. iSmo., cloth, as. 6d. 

Voyage to the Fortunate Isles. Is. ; cloth Is. 6d. 

An Allegorv of the sea of life with its waves and tides, ripples and storms, 
and each soul in a boat therein, with compass, sails, pilot, chart, &c. 

Was it a Dream ? or, the Spirit of Evil-speaking — 

and Thk Nbw Churchyard; or. Whose will be the First 
Grave ? By the Author of •* Amy Herbert." l s. 6d. j paper, is. 

The Way through the Desert; or, the Caravan. 

By the Right Rev. R. Milman, D.D., late Bishop of Calcutta. 
Fcap. 8vo. fid. ; cloth is. 

An Allegory, showing how we should walk here to attain life eternal here- 
after. 

Westerleigh, and other Tales. By Mrs. G. J. 

Preston. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 2s. fid. 

The Widow and her Son; and other Tales. 

Translated from the German. By the late Rev. W. B. Flower. 
18mo. 2s. 

The Wynnes; or, Many Men, Many Minds. A 

Tale of every-day life. By the Author of " Aggesden Vicar- 
age," &c. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 



BIOGRAPHY. 

Heroes of the Cross. A Series of Biographical 

studies of Saints. Martyrs, and Christian Pioneers. By W. H . 
Davenport Adams. Crown 8vo., cloth, 78. fid. 

" This is a handsome volume containing biographical sketches of men and 
women notable for their heroic conduct in the struggle to uphold the standard 
of the religion of CHRIST. Mr. Adams presents a fair and impartial pictiire 
of the heroes selected for delineation. A catholic tone pervades the whole 
book, and Mr. Adams has provided his readers with a valuable and worthy 
series of studies from the lives of great men and women."— CA«r<:A Times. 

Life of Dr. Allestree, Canon of Christ Church 

in 1 649 . By Bishop Fell. He lived during the Tumults in the 
reign of King Charles I. 3d. 

Life of Bishop Hacket. By Thomas Plume, D.D., 

and edited with large additions and copious notes by Macken- 
zie K. C. Walcott, B.D. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. fid. 

Life of Nicholas Ferrar, Citizen of London in 

] 642. Abridgedf^om the Memoir of Dr. Peckard, 1790. ISmo., 
cloth, 2s. 
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Life of William Laud, Archbishop of Canterbury, 

and Martyr. By the Rev. John Baines, S. John's College, 
Oxford. Fcap. 8vo. Ss. 6d. 

" In Mr. Baines we have no blind worshipper of the man, deeply though he 
be to be revered by us all ; but one who can notice his defects as well as his 
virtues, and on whose Judgment therefore we can rdy." — Oxford Herald. 

Life of Sister Rosalie. By the Author of " Tales 

of Kirk beck.** Second Edition. Cloth, 1 s. } cheap edition, 6d. 

Lives of Eminent English Divines. By the 

Rey. W. H. Teale. With Eniravings, 6b. ; or each life sepa- 
rate, in paper covers. 

Life of Bishop Bull, 9d. Life of Dr. Hammond, is. 

Life of Jones of Nayland, is. 

Lives of Englishmen in Past Days. 

First Series : containing Herbert, Donne, Ken, Sanderson. 6d. 
Second Series: Kettlewell, Hammond, Wilson, Mompesson, 

Bold. fid. 
Third Series : Walton, Wotton, Earl of Derby, Collingwood, 

Raffles, Exmoatfa. lOd. 
Fourth Series : Alfired the Great, Sir Thomas More, John 

Evelyn, is. 

In one volume, cloth, g:ilt, 2s. 6d. 

Memoir of the Rev. R. A. Suckling, with Cor- 
respondence. By the late Rev. I. Williams. New edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

"A well defined picture of a Christian Clergyman living in these later days 
a life of faith, and having a marked influence on friends and acquaintances, as 
weU as on those committed to his charge." — Guardian. 

Memoir of the Rev. H. Newland, M.A., Vicar 

of S. Marychurch, and Chaplain to the Bishop of Exeter. 
By the Rev. R. N. Shutte, Rector of S. Mary Steps, Exeter. 
Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

A Memoir of the Pious Life and Holy Death 

OF Helen Inolis. By the Bishop of Brechin. 4d. 

A short tale to show that it does not require "some great thing to make a 
Saint, and that the commonest and simplest action of cvery-dayTife, in one's 
usual trade or occupation, if done from the love of GOD and in His faith and 
fear, may assume the value of high virtue." 

The Doctrine of the Cross. A Memorial of a 

Humble Follower of Christ. By the Author of *' Devotions 
for the Sick Room." 18mo. is. 

Memoir of John Aubone Cook, B.A., Vicar of 

South Benfleet and Rural Dean. By the Rev. W. E. Heygate, 
M.A. is. 
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Memorial of Elizabeth A . 4d. 

Memorial of M. E. D. and G. E. D. Brief notes 

of a Christian life aad very holy death. By T. B. P. 6d. 



HYMNS AND POEMS FOR CHILDREN. 

By Mrs. G. F. ALEXANDER. 

FIFTY-EIGHTH EDITION. 

Hymns for Little Children. 18mo. 6d. ; cloth, 

18. School edition, 3d. ; cloth, 6d. 
Accompanying: Tones for ditto by Dr. Gaoutlett. 2s. 6d. 

Moral Songs. With Thirty-nine Vigrnette Illus- 
trations. l8mo. 8d. J cloth, IS. School edition, 3d. 

Narrative Hymns for Village Schools. 18mo., 

wrapper, sd. 
Accompanying: Tunes for ditto, as. 6d. 

Poems on Subjects in the Old Testament. 

Parts I. and II., each 6d. wrapper. Complete in one vol. 
cloth, is. 6d. 

Hymns, Descriptive and Devotional; for the 

Use of Schools. 2d. 

By the Author of " The Daily Life of a Christian 

Child." 
Daily Life of the Christian Child : a Poem, in 

which the duties of each day in a child's life are set forth. 
3d. in wrapper ; cheap edition, wrapper. Id. ; on a sheet, id. ; 
mounted on board, 6d. 

Verses for the Sundays and Holydays of the 

Christian Year. With eight illustrations. 2s. ; mo- 
rocco, 4S. 

Verses for Christian Children on the Duties, 

Trials, and Trmptations or thbir Daily Livks. Edited 
by the Rev. J. S. B. Monsell, LL.D., Rector of S. Nicholas*, 
Guildford. Second edition. 6d. 

Seven Corporal Works of Mercy. In Verse. 

With Illustrations. 6d. 

Seven Spiritual Works of Mercy. In Verse. 

lUustrated by Dalziel. tfd. 
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The Children's Bread. Verses on the Holy Com- 

moiiion. Id. 

The Baptismal Name, and The Flower Garden. 

6d. 

The Ten Commandments, set in easy Verse, for 

Young Children to commit to memory. 6d. 
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Applying the spiritual sense of the Commandments in simple veise. '— 
SHg^itfh Review. 

Hymns for Children. By the late Rev. J. M. 

Neale, D.D. Sd. each Series, or bound tog:ether, is. 

First Series : Hymns for the Days of the Week, Hours, and 
Holy Days. 

Second Series : Hymns for Special Occasions— Church Duties, 
Privileg:es, and Festivals. 

Third Series : Hymns cliiefily for the Saints* Days. 

Verses for Church Schools. By Rosa Raine. 

New and Enlarged edition. 6d. 

Hymns on the Catechism. By the late Rev. Isaac 

Williams, B.D. 6d., cloth is. 

Hymns for Infant Children; on Church, School, 

Baptism, and Belief, &c. id. 
Accompanying Tunes for ditto, by the Rev. J. B. Dylces. is. 

Verses for Children and the Child-like. By 

F. B. Weatherley, M.A., author of *' Muriel," &c. 6d. 

Last Sleep of a Christian Child : a Poem, show- 
ing how a Christian Child should meet death. 3d. in wrapper ; 
on a sheet. Id.; mounted on board, 6d. 
" Very touchinirly written."— £»/-/m-A Review, 

Prose Hymn for Children. By the Rev. W. J. 

Jenkins, Rector of Fillingham. id., or 78. per 100. 

The Grandfather's Christmas Story. 6d. 

a true tale of a little boy who always kept in mind the Saviour's Love and 
Presence. 

" Simply and touchinely told, in a strain likely to win the ear and heart of a 
young ctuld."—Su/rolJkJ/eraUl. 

By the same author. 

The Mother's Easter Offering. 6d. 

a tale in Verse of GOD'S chastening hand in the death of young children, 
and the mother's submission. 

Old William ; or, the Longest Day. 6d. 

a tale in Verse of the good and unselfish use made by a Httle Girl of her 
money. 
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POETRY. 

Athanasius, and other Poems. By a Fellow of a 

College. 2s. 

" The writer possesses the historical as well as the poetical mind. His tone 
reveals his deep sympathy with antiquity. His style of thought and versifica- 
tion frequently remind us agreeably of Mr. Kcblc'^-Guardian. 

Annuals and Perennials; or. Seed-time and 

Harvest. By C. M. Waring. Demy 8vo., beautiftilly illus- 
trated by Macquoid. 58. 

Verses for every Sunday in the Year, chiefly founded on the Collects, 
Annual in their use, Perennial in their antiquity. 

The Altar. By the late Rev. I. Williams, B.D., 

author of tlie ** Cathedral." Fcap. Svo. 2s. 6d, 

This work consists of Meditations in Verse on the several parts of the 
Service for the Holy Communion, applying them to corresponding parts of the 
Fassion of our LORD. 

The Advent Collects Paraphrased in Verse. 

By the Rev. T. R. J. Laughame, M.A. is. 

Christmas Eve, and other Poems. By Mrs. Cuth- 

bertOrlebar. l8mo. is. 

Claudia: the Days of Martyrdom. A Tale. 

By A. M. Goodrich. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 28. 6d. 

"Marked by a devotional spirit, pleasant to read, and unaffected. It con- 
tains a faithful picture of the early Church and many of its customs, its tone of 
feeling, perils, acts of heroism, and devotion to CHKiSTJ"^-Oj^ordHerald. 

Daily Hymns. A Volume of Poems. By the late 

Venerable Archdeacon Evans, author of " Tales of the Ancient 
British Church." Fcap. Svo. 38. 6d. 

Echoes from Old Cornwall. By the Rev. R. S. 

Hawlier. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 

Echoes of our Childhood. By the Author of 

"Everley," &c. Fcap. 4to. 2s. 6d. 

"The prettiest book of nursery poems we have seen since the days of Jane 
Taylor's ever-memorable hooks."— Monthly Packet. 
"A volume of simple and pleasing^ veises."—Guaniian. 

I 

QiPTS AND Light. Church Verses. By the Rev. 

a. M. Morgan. Fcap. Svo. 3s. 

_ .^ 
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Hthns of the Holt Feast. Square 24mo.» on 

tinted paper, and rubricated. 8d. 

Hymns and Lybics fok the Seasons and Saints' 

Days op the Church. By the Rev. G. Moultrie. Fcap. 
8yo. 38. 6d. 

" In Mr. Moultrie's voliiine we have lig^hted upon an oasis in the desert. It is 
poetry, it is original poetry, and it is of very varied diaracter."->Z.ftferary 
CkurchmoH. 

"Full of refined thought and pure religious {etiiag."—BcciesiastA:. 

" One of the best, if not, indeed, the very best volume of sacred poetry we 
have seen for some ycaas."^StaHdarel, April i8, 1867. 

Hymns for the Sick. By the late Rev. J. M. 

Neale. 6d.; cloth, is. 

Intended to set before the sick and suflferingsome of those sources of "strong 
consolation" which it has pleased GOD to lay up for them. 

The Intermediate State. A Poem. Dedicated 

(with permission from himself) to the late Author of *' The 
Christian Year." Fcap. Svo. is. fid. 

Lyra Sanctorum; Lays for the Minor Festivals. 

Edited by the Rev. W. J. Deane. Fcap. Svo. 3s. 6d. 

" We hail the appearance of such a book with pleasure : it is agreeably sig- 
nificant as to the progress of sacred poetry in our zige. It is a collection of 
historical ballads, designed for Uie most part to commemorate the sufferings 
and celebrate the triumphs of those who were martyred in the early ages of the 
Church. Many of the poems are singularly elegant and impressive."— J/i^tmi'm/' 
Post. 

Lays concerning the Early Church. By the 

Rev. J. F. Russell. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d. 

CONTENTS:— S. John's Torture; S. Ignatius; The Thundering Legion; The 
Martyr's Funeral ; The Council of Nice ; S. Ambrose, &c. 

Lays of the Hebrews, and other Poems. By 

Mary Benn. l2mo. 28. 

" There is a great deal of tone and spirit in Miss Benn's Lays of the Hebrews. 
The ' Grave of Saul' would be creditable to any one, and there are other poems 
equally striking and melodious."— (7Manfta». 

A Martyr Bishop, and other Verses. By the 

Aathor of "The Chorister Brothers." Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 3s. 

The Martyrdom of S. Polycarp. By the Rev. 

6. Moultrie. Svo. Is. 

Memorialia Cordis: Sonnets and Miscellaneous 

Poems. By the Rev. C. I. Black. Fcap. Svo. 2s. 6d. 

Contents:— To the Memory of W. Archer Butler; The Tomb of Swift; 
Famine of 1847; Rydal Moimt; The Redbreast in Church; Gethsemane, &c. 
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MEDiiBVAL Htmns, Sequences, and other Poems, 

translated by the Rev. J. M. Neale. Second Edition. 3b. 

The Nun of Emzklosterle ; a Legend of the 

Black Forest. By Mrs. T. Og:ily7, (nte Bosanquet.) 38. fid. 

Poems. By the Rev. Claude Magiiay. New edit, 
with additions. Fcap. 8yo. 38. fid. 

Poems. By C. A. M. W. Post 8vo. ds. 

PlETAS PuEBlLis ; OT, Childhood's Path to Heaven, 
and other Poems. By the Rev. A. Evans. 8vo. 2b. fid. 

PlETAS Metrica. By the late Rev. T. M. Hopkins, 

Incumbent of S. Saviour's, Paddington. Fcap. 8vo. as. fid. 

Pbepabatiyes for Death. Being Selections from 

the Poems of Bishop Ken. l8mo. is. 

RiYER Reeds. By the Author of « Beatrice." Fcap. 

8vo. 38. fid. 

Songs and Ballads for Manufacturers. By 

the late Rev. J. M. Neale. 3d. 

The Sword, and the Cross. By the Rev. J. O. 

Dakeyne. Crown 8vo. 38. fid. 

" Commend themselves to the reader more by their spiritual import, yet they 
are not wanting in passagres of considerable force and \icanXy"-'Momtng Post. 

Sonnets and Verses, from Home and Parochial 

Life. By the Rev. H. K. Cornish. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. fid. 

The Solitary ; or, a Lay from the West. With other 

Poems in EngUsh and Latin. By Mary Benn. l8mo. Ss.fid. 

Verses for Church Schools. By Rosa Raine. 

New and enlarged edition, fid. 
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BOOKS AT 2d. EACH. 

Annandale; or, the Danger of Self- Confidence. A 
Welsh Tale. 

The Bot Mabtyr. A Tale of Norwich, A.D. 1137. 

The Brother's Sacrifice; or, a Soldier's Gene- 
rosity Rewarded. By Miss Banbury. 

The Cat and her Kittens; a Fable on Disobe- 
dience and Mischief. 

The Child's Mission ; a True Tale of the influence 

of a very jonng <uid dying Child in the Conversion of her 
mother firom Sin to Holiness. 

Dishonesty, and the Loss of Character which follows 

It. By the Author of " The Conceited Pig." 

The Dumb Boy; showing how, though Dumb, he 

felt the influence of our Holy Religion. By Selina Bunbory. 

Edward Morris; a Tale of Cottage Life. By the 

late Rev. E. Monro. 

A Few Prayers and a Few Words about Prayer. 

By the Rev. F. B. Paget. 

How TO BE Useful and Happy ; a Few Words of 

Advice, with Rules for a Young Person. By the Rev. F. E. 
Paget. 

I AM 80 Happy ; or, the B«ward of Sorrow borne 

Religiously. By Miss Bunbury. 



Little Stories for Little Children. 

Contents :— The Little Herd Boy ; The Sensible Elephant ; The Starlini 
Sleep and Death ; The Wooden Leg ; The Flowexs, the Field, and the Pearl 



LuoY Ford ; or. Hearing the Story of a Pilgrimage 
to the Holy Land. 

Mary Wilson; or, Self-Denial. A Tale for May-Day. 
Margaret Hunt; or, the Patient and Forgiving 

School-Girl. By the Author of •* The Conceited PIg.»» 
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Minnie Haslbm ; or, the Benefit of haying Some- 

tlimg' to do. 

Pattie Grahams ; or, School Trials, Learning, and 
The Rayens; a Fairy Tale. By the Author of 

'•The Conceited Pt^.*' 



Rose Egunton ; or. The Stolen Child. By the late 

Ber. W. B. Flower. 

The Spbained Ancle; or, the Punishment of 

y m g etfu lncM. Bj^tfae Aotlior of "The Conceited Fig^." 

Stort of A Promise that was Sept. 

Stort of a Primrose ; wherein is shown the Result 

of Disobedience to Parents, and a Lesson in Kindness is given. 

The Stray Donkey ; a Lesson on Cruelty to Ani- 
mals. By a Donkej bimself . 

Tale of a Tortoise, with its Adventures; and 

A Stort of King Axfkko thb Grsat. 

The Two Sheep ; a Lesson from the Adventures of 

an Ening or Stray Sheep. 

William Dale ; or, The Lame Boy. 



BOOKS AT 3d. EACH. 

The Blind Curate's Child. By Selina Bunhury. 

Daisy. By Selina Hancock. 

The Fairy Pera; or the Snowdrops. 

Glimpse of the Unseen. 

Sampson the Fisherman, and his Son. By Selina 

Bunboiy. 

S. Andrew's Day ; or, the Brother's Influence. By 

the Author of ** The Sunbeam.'* 

Two Christmas Eyes. 
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BOOKS AT 4d. EACH. 

t 

The late Bev. J. M. NEALE, D.D. 

£bick*8 Gbaye ; or. How a faithful Russian Servant 

laid down hiB life for his Master.— Ths Hslmsman ofLaks 
Baia ; a Tale of American Courage in a Burning Ship.— Ths 
Plaovb of iM5 at Byam, in Derbyshire, and how it was met. 

The Dbeam of S. Perpetua, a Martyr of Car- 
thage I and Ths Caoss of Constantins. 

The Siege of Nisibis, and how Sapor, King of 

Persia, and his Host were overthrown by the Faith of its 
Bishop; and, Ths Dsath of Julian, the Apostate Emperor, 
A.D. 80s, the fearful Tale of one who renounced his Christian 
Faith. 

The Two Huts. An Allegory. 



The Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. 
A Sunday Walk and a Sunday Talk ; or, How 

the Yateshull Boys enjoyed that Day. 

Beating the Bounds ; its Religious Meaning and 

Origin, as taught at YateshuU. 

Hallowmas Eye; or, a Conversation on Old Church 

Legends and Customs. 

The Singers ; or, a Story for Boys in a Country 

Church Choir. 

The Wake; or. How the Dedication Feast of 

YateshuU Church was kept. 

The Bonfire; or. How the Fifth of November 

was kept at Yateshull. 

The Pancake Bell ; its Origin and Meaning. 



.L 
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FOURPENCE. 

The late Rev. E. MONRO, M.A. 
The Cottage in the Lane; or the Sad Effects of 

Indecision of Character. 

The Dbunkabd's Bot; or, God's Help in Mis- 
fortune. 

The Railroad Bot; or. True Peace in Suffering. 
Annie's Grave ; or, More than Feeling required in 

True Religion. 

Robert Lee ; or, The Recruiting Party. 

Mary Cooper ; or. Choosing One's Own Path in Life. 

Dick, the Haymaker. 

Walter, the Convict. 

The Tale of a Cotton Gown. Manchester Life. 

The Rev. H. D. PEARSON. 

Hugh ; or, the Influence of Christian Art. 

Holy Stone ; a Story of Two Penitents : showing 

what real Repentance is. 

Sibyl Marchant; or. The Strengthening and Re- 

fireshingr of the Soul under Trials. 

Little Ruth Gray ; or, the Effect of a Good Ex- 
ample even by a Little Child. 

Old Oliver Dale. 



Annie's Cross? or, "I wish I was God's Child.** 

ATBle. 

Annie Merton j or, the Child of Mercy. By Selina 

Hancock. 

Amy, the King's Daughter. 

A story of one who really felt and acted as a daughter of the Great KUur of 
hearen and earth. 
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Autumn and Spring. 

Alice Parkbh ; or, the Tea Driuking. By the Au* 

thor of " Susan Carter,** &c. 

The Boy Prince of Mercia. A Tale of the 

Heptarchy. 

The Choristers of S. Mary's. A Legend of 

Christmas-tide, a.d. circa lUS. By W. S. Rockstro. 

The Chorister's Fall. 

A tale of a Chorister whose yanity led him to fall, but who was enabled to 
rejfHce in the illness which bronght mm to repentance. 

CoRNELlE ; or, Self-will. By Selina Hancock. 
The Corner-stone. An account of the Laying 

the Foundation-stone of a Church. 

A Day's Misfortunes, or Try Again; or, the 

Benefit of Perseverance and Good Temper. By tiie late ReT. 
W. B. Flower. 

The Error Corrected; or, the Faithful Priest. 

By Henry Shirley Bunbury. 

A story of the union between Saxons and Normans. 

Ellen Meyrick ; a Story on False Excuses. By 
the Rev. W. E. Heygate. 

Eve Godsmarke. By Selina Hancock. 

The Father's Hop^; or, the Wanderer Returned. 

By the Author of " Going Abroad.** 

Gabriel's Dream and Waking. By the Author 

of *'The Chamois Hunter/* "The Cross-bearer/* &c. 

George Malings ; or, the Sunday Truant. By the 

Author of ** Susan Carter,** " The Secret,** " Old Betty.** fto. 

Harold. A Ghost Story with a Moral. By the 

Author of ** The Little Gardeners.** 

Island Choir ; or, the Children of the Child Jesus. 
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FOURPENCE. 

John Boston ; or, a Word in Season. By Mrs. 

J. S. Henslow. 

KlTTY-ScRANNINO. A Tale for London Boys. 

Legend of the Land of Flies. 

Legend of S. Chbistopheb. 

Little Mary; or, the Captain's Gold Ring. By 

Selina Bunbury. 

The Little Miners ; a Fairy Tale of an Explosion 

in a Mine. By the Rev. W. Gresley. 

The Lost One Found. A true Story of the Bap- 
tism and Holy Death of a Yoong GirL 

Lily of the Valley. By F. B. 
Little Walter, the Lame Chorister. 

A tale, to show the great importance of each one's individual example for 
ilfood or for evil. 

My Dream. A true account of a Dream of the 

Heavenly Jemsalem, with the lesson of parity in heart, 
needed for all to see God. 

Memorial of Elizabeth A . 

Memoir of Helen Inglis. 

Miss Peck's Adventures ; or, the folly of going 

out of oar 0¥m sphere of Duty. By the Aathor of * * The Con- 
ceited Pig.** 

Miss Chester's Work. By F. A. H. 

Our Little Kathleen. By Selina Hancock. 

Pay Next Week. By Anna B. F. Leigh Spencer, 

aathor of *' The Co- Heiress of Willingham.** 

Perseverance. A Tale for Working Girls. 

The Pride of Rose Lynn. By Selina Hancock. 

Rags and Tatters. By the Author of " Everley." 

Ruth Digby. By the Author of " Trevenan Court," 
&c. 
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The Secret ; a Tale of Christmas Decorations. 

By the Author of " Susan Carter.'' 

Strength and Weakness. By Nona Bellairs. 

" A pretty Story of Factory Life, exhibitingr what may be done by kind and 
sealous ministerial watchfulness and superintendence."— C/^^ica/ youmaL 

Upward and Onward. A Story for Girls. 
Willie Grant ; or, Honesty is the Best Policy. A 

Tale of the Fidelity and Reward of a Lad in very humble life. 

The Young Anglers of Vichy. By the Author 

of *< Willie Grant } or. Honesty is the best Policy." 

The Two Surplices. By Ada Cambridge. 



BOOEB AT 6(L EACH. 

Angels. By Mrs. Stone, author of " God's Acre." 
Ben's Angel. By the Author of"Neddie's Care," 

"Tiny PoUie's Ups and Downs," &c. 

Betty Corn well and her Grandchildren ; or, 

the Path of Obedience. 

Bishop's Visit. By the Author of the "Bishop's 

Little Daughter." 

Charley's Trip to the Black Mountain. 
Charlotte Drew's Pinch. 

a tale for little girls, on the fatal effects of the first step in disobedience to 
parents, and of choosing bad companions at school. 

Easy Tales for Little Children. With En- 
gravings, and in Large T^e. 

John's Disobedience ; Fanny's Birthday ; Little Mary's Fall ; Susan's Cross 
Behaviour ; The Lost Child ; The Tom Frock ; &c. 

Edna Grant ; or. Never Lonely. 

Ellen Ashton ; or, the Light of Christ's Love. 

By C. H. M. 
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SIXPENCE. 

The Foundling ; a Tale of the Times of S. Vincent 

de Paul. 

The Fobce of Habit ; or, the Story of Widow 

' Monger. By F. C. Lefiroy. 

The Garden in the Wilderness ; or, the Church 

of Christ in the midst of the World. An Allegory. 

George Foster, the Page. By the Author of 

" Sasannah." 

George Turner, the London Apprentice; or, 

'TiB Good to be Honest and Tme. 

Honor Delafont ; a true Tale of a Mother's Prayer, 

and its Answer. By the Author of ** Sunsetting." 

JoET ; or, the Story of an Old Coat. By the late 

Rev. £. Monro. 

Joy in Duty. By the Author of "The Master of 

Churchill Abbots, and his little Friends," and " Play and 
Earnest." 

Legend of Golden Water, 

Little Stories for Little Children. With 

Engravings, and in large T^e. 

Mary Mansfield; or, the Life and Trials of a 

Country Girl. 

Mercy Downer ; or Church and Chapel. Wrapper. 
The Mirrors; a Story for Children. 

A story of a little Girl, who was tauj^ht by our LORD'S parables to see thinKi 
eternal, of which all things here are but the pictures or emblems. 

Millie's Journal. Edited by the Author of ** Gentle 

Influence." 



Is the plain unvarnished Narrative, or Journal, of a younc^ and well edu* 
cated English Girl, who accompanied her tamily into the Far west, Macomb, 
Illinois. U.S. 



Midsummer Eye. By the late Hev. E. Monro. 

A tale of the fideli^ of a youne gh-1 to the daug^hter of her mistress, and of 
her influence for good on the father and others. 

MiLLY Wheeler. By the Author of " Amy Wilson.** 
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Nanny : a Sequel to ** Harry and Archie." By the 

late Rev. E. Monro. 

Nelly Upton's Trials ; or, The Hidden Path. By 

the Author of" Streugth and Weakness,*' &c. 

Never Too Late to Mend; or, the Two Fortune 

TeUers. By the Author of " WiUie Grant." 

A tale for Tillage eirls, of encouragement to perserere in the conrse of true 
religion, and to uidln tbat the best way to be useful and happy. 

The Neglected Opportunity, 

Nine Shillings a Week; or. How Rachel Down 

kept House. 

Nurse Amy. 

An Old Woman's Story j or, Trust in Trial. . By 

Nona Bellairs. 

The Path of Life. By the Author of the ** Seven 

Corporal Works of Mercy.'* 

Peter Noble the Royalist. An Historical Tale 

of tiie 17th Century. By the Author of "The Apple Blossom.** 

Philip Bezant ; or, Is Revenge Sweet P By the 

Author of " Likes and Dislikes.*' 

The Post-office Window; heing a Tale of the 

Night School. By the Author of " Likes and Dislikes." 

The Precious Stones of the King's House: 

an Allegory founded on Holy Scripture. 

Ready and Desirous; or, A Lent's Lessons. Se- 
cond Edition. 

Recollections of a Soldier's Widow. 

A true tale; related as told by the Widow herself. She followed the for- 
tunes of the aSth Regiment for eleven years of fatigue, danger, and death, at 
Copenhagen, Corunna, and Barossa. 

The Seven Corporal Works of Mercy. In a 

Packet, or cloth. 

The Seven Spiritual Works of Mercy. Cloth. 
The Shepherds of Bethlehem: a Story of the 

Nativity of our Lord. 



40 Published by /. Masters ^ Co. 

SIXPENCE. 

Sister's Care ; or, How a very young girl took care 

of her little orphan sister. By the Aathor of " Michael the 
Choristw." 

Stories on the Lord's Prayer. By the Author 

of " Amy Herbert." 

Susan Spellman : a Tale of the Trials she met with 

in the SUk Mills at Horton. 

Sunset Keyerie; an Allegory: in which Mirth 

and Earnest pass through the trials of this world. 

SuNSETTiNG ; or, Old Age in its Glory. A story of 
happiness, peace, and contentment. 

The Threefold Promise and the Threefold 

Blbssino. Published in aid of the Funds of the Mission 
Church, S. George in the East, London. 

Trebursaye School ; or, the Power of Example. 

A Story for Choristers and Schoolboys. 

The Two Birthdays, and other Tales. A packet 

of Six Reward Books. By the Author of " Harold, a Ghost 
Story with a Moral.'* 

The Twins. A Tale of Warning to Boys; showing 

the misery caused by giving way to angry and unkind temper. 

The Two Friends ; or, Charley's Escape. 

A tale of the influence of a good companion, and the warning of his sudden 
death. 

The Vicar's Guest. By Ada Cambridge. 
Willie Collins and the Pony Frosty. By 

B. E. B. 

Young Churchman's Alphabet. The leading 

events of our Lord's Life, illustrated in verse, with ao 
'engraving to each letter. 

The Young Soldiers, or, the Double Birthday; 

and other Tales. ' In a Packet, or cloth. 
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